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E P I S T L tE . 

Tothe Right Honourable Charles LordHALiF^x. 

TO you, my Lord,'my Mufe her 4 tribute pa^s 
-*■ Of various verfe, in various rude eflays j 
To you, (he firft addrefs'd her early voice, 
By inclination 1 led, arid fixM by choice; . . 

To you, on whofe indulgence' flie'depends, 
Her few collected lays (he now commends. 

By no one meafure bound, her numbers. range, 
And, unrefolv*din choice, delight in change; " 
Herfongsto nodiltiriguimMfamearpire, ' '~ 
For, now, Ihe tries the reed , anon, attempts the lyre j " v 
In higHParnaflus'fhe no birthright claims, ~ * \ '„ ,' 
Nor drinks deep draughts of Heliconian ftreams; '" . . 
Yet near the'facred mount' {he loves to rove,' r ' * " ' ' ' V '. 
Vi (its the fprings J and hovers rouridthe groveV v : " * 
She knows* wnat'dsfogtri wait too bold a flight, 
And fears to fall from an Icarian height : 

B & Yet, 
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Yet, flie admires the wing that fafely (bars, 

At diftance follows, and its track adores. 

She knows what room, what force, the fwan requires;- 

Whofe towering head above the clouds afpires, 

And knows as well, it is your .lowed praife, 

Such heights to reach with equal ftrengthand eaie. 

O had your genius been to leifure born, 
And ndt more bound to aid us, than adorn'! 
Albion in verfe with ancient Greece had vy'd, 
And gainM alone a fame, which, there, feven ftates divide. ' 
But fuch, ev'n fuch'renown, too dear had coft, 
Had we the patriot in the poet loft. 
A true poetic ftate we had deplor'd, 
#ad not your miniftry our coin reftor'd. 

But ftill, my Lord, though your exalted name 
Stands foremoft in the faireft lift of Fame, 
Though your ambition ends in public good 
(A virtue lineal to your houfe and blood) : 
Yet think not meanly of your other praife, 
Nor flight the trophies which the Mufes raife. 
How oft, a patriot's beft-laid fchemes we find 
By Party crofs'd, or Faction undermin'd ! 
If he fucceed, he undergoes this lot, 
The gqod-receiv'd, the giver is forgot. 
But honours which from verfe their fource derive, 
Shall both furmount Detraction, and furvivc: 
And Poets have unqucftionM Tight to claim ; 
If not the greatcft, the moff laAing name. 

W. CONGREVE. 
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MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS. 
A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of 

Q^UEEN MARY. 

** Infandum, rcgina, jubes renovare dolorem." ViRG, 



ALEXIS,. MENALCAS. 

MENALCAS. 

"D EH OLD, Alexis, fee this gloomy (hade, 
•*-* Which feems alone for forrow's ihelter made ; 
Where no glad beams of light can ever play, 
But night fuccecding night excludes the day; 
Where never birds with harmony repair, 
And lightfome notes, to cheer the dulky air. 
To welcome day, or bid the Sun farewell, 
By morning lark, or evening Philomel. 

No violet here, nor daify, e'er was feen; 
No fweetly-budding flower, nor fpringing green : 
For fragrant myrtle, and the blufliing rofe,' 
Here, baleful eughwith deadly cyprefs grows. 
Here then, extended on this withered mofs, 
We '11 lie, and thou fhalt fing of Albion's lofs, 

B 3 Of 



6 CONGfc EVE'S POEMS. 

Of Albion's lofs, and of Paftora's death, 

Begin thy mournful fong, and raife thy tuneful breath. 

ALEXIS. 

Ah woe too great ! Ah theme which far exceeds 
-The lowly kys of humble Shepherds reeds 1 

O could I fing in vcrfc of equal {train 
With the Scicilian bard, or Mantuan fwain ; 
Or melting words and moving numbers chuie, 
Sweet as the Britifh Colin's mourning Mufe; 
Could I, like him, in tuneful grief excel, 
And mourn like Stella for her Aftrofel ; 
. Then might I raife my voice (fecure of {kill) 
And with melodious woe the valleys fill j 
The liftcning Echo on my fong fhould wait, 
And hollow rocks Paftora's name repeat ; 
Each whittling wind and murmuring ftream mould tell 
How lovM fl*e liv'd, and how lamented fell. 

MENALCAS. 

Wert thou with every bay and laurel crown'd, 
And high as Pan himfelf in fong renown 'd, 
Yet would not all thy art avail, to (how 
Verfe worthy of her name, pr of our woe : 
But fuch true paflion in thy face apjiears, 
In thy pale lips, thick fighs, and gufhing tears, 
Such tender forrow in thy heart I read, 
As mail fupply all {kill, if not exceed. 
Then leave this common form of dumb diftrefs, 
Each vulgar grief can fighs and tears exprefs ,• 
In fweet complaining notes thy paifion vent, 
And not in fighs, but words explaining fighs, lament. 

A LExTs. 
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ALEXIS. ' " ' ' 

Wild be my words, Menalcas, wild my thought, 
Artlefs as nature's notes, in birds untaught j 
Boundlefs my verfe> and roving be my drains, 
' Various as, flowers on unfrequented plains. 
And thou, Thalia, darling of my bread, 
By whom infpir'd, I fung at Comus' feaft ; 
While in a ring the jolly rural throng 
Have fat and fmil'd to hear my chearful fong : 
Begone, with all thy mirth and fprightly lays, 
My pipe, no longer now thy power obeys ; 
Learn to lament, my Mufe, to weep, and mourn, 
Thy (pr'inging laurels all to cyprefs turn ; 
Wound with thy difmal cries the tender air, 
And beat thy fnowy bread, and rend thy yellow hair; 
Far hence, in utmoft wilds, thy dwelling chufe, 
JJegone, Thalia ; forrow is my Mufe. 

I mourn Padora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
"No more, theft: woods (hall with her fight be blefs'd, 
Nor with her feet thefe flowery plains be prefs'd; 
Ko more the winds (hall with her treffes play, 
And from her balmy breath deal fweets away ; 
No more thefe rivers chcarfully (Hall pafs, 
Pleas'd to reflect the beauties of her face ; 
While on their banks the wondering flocks have ftood, 
Greedy of fight, and negligent of food. 

No more the nymphs mail with foft tales delight 
lid cars, no more with dances plcafc her fight : 

13 4 Nor 



8 CONGR EVE'S POEMS. 

Nor cycr more fliall fwain make fong of mirth, 
To blefs the joyous day that gave her birth ; 
Loft is that day, which had from her its light; 
For ever loft with her, in endlefs night ; 
In endlefs night and arms of death the lies, 
Death in eternal fhades has (hut Paftora's eyes. 

Lament, ye nymphs ; and mourn, ye wretched fwains ; 
Stray, all ye flocks j and defert be, ye plains ; 
Sigh, all ye winds; and weep, ye cryftal floods; 
Fade, all ye flowers ; and wither, all ye woods, 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
Within a difmal grot, which damps furround, 
All cold fhe lies upon th' unwholfome ground j 
The marble weeps, and with a filent pace 
Its trickling tears diftil upon her face. 
Falfely ye weep, ye rocks, and falfely mourn ! 
For never will you let the nymph return ! 
With a feign'd grief the faithlefs tomb relents, 
And like the crocodile its prey laments. 

O fhe tfas heavenly fair, in face and mind ! 
Never in nature were fuch beauties join'd : 
Without, all fhining, and within, all white; 
Pure to the fenfe, and plcafing to the fight ; 
Xike fome rare flower, whofe leaves all colours yieldj 
And opening is with fweeteft odours fill'd. 
As lofty pines o'ertop the lowly reed, 
So did her graceful height all nymphs exceed $ 
To which excelling height, fhe bore a mind 
Humble, as ofiers bending to the wind. % 

Thus 
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Thus excellent Ihe wa s— — — 

Ah wretched fate ! fhe was, but is no more. 

Help me, ye hills and valleys, to deplore. 

I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
From that blcft earth, on which her body lies, 
May blooming flowers with fragrant fwcets arifc : j 

Let Myrrha weeping aromatic gum, j 

And ever-living laurel, (hade her tomb. 
Thither let all th* induftrious bees repair, 
Unlade their thighs, and leave their honey there ; 
Thither let Fairies with their train refort, 
Neglect their revels and their midnight (port. 
There in unufual wailings wafte the night, 
And watch her, by the fiery glow-worm's light. 
There may no difmal cugh nor cyprefs grow > 
Nor holly-bufli, nor bitter elder's bough; 
Let each unlucky bird far build his neft, 
And diftant dens receive each howling bcaft; 
Let wolves be gone, be ravens put to flight, 
With hooting owls, and bats that hate the light*- „ 

But let the fighing doves their (brrovvs bring, 
And nightingales in fwect complainings fing ; 
Let fwans from their forfaken rivers fly, 
And, fickening at her tomb, make hade to die, 
That they may help to fing her elegy. 
Let Echo too, in mimic moan, deplore, 
And cry with me, " Paftora is no more !'* 

I mourn Paftorji dead j let Albion tiWnj n, 
v ' ' # And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. . 

' • " , And 
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And fee the heavens to weep in dew prepare, 
And heavy mifts obfcure the burden'd air : 
A fudden damp o'er all the plain is fpread, 
Each lily folds its leaves, and hangs its head. 
On every tree the bloflbms turn to tears, 
And every bough a weeping moifture bears. 
Their wings the feather'd airy people droop, 
And flocks beneath their dewy fleeces (loop. 

The rocks are cleft, and new-defcending rills 
Furrow the brows of all th* impending hills. 
The water-gods to floods their rivulets turn, 
And each, with dreaming eyes, fupplies his wanting urn^. 

The Fawns forfake the woods, the Nymphs the grove, 
And round the plain in fad diftra£Hons rove; 
In prickly brakes their tender limbs they tear, 
And leave on thorns their locks of golden hair. 

With their fharp nails, themfelves the Satyrs wound, 
And tug their ihaggy beards, and bite with grief the 
ground. 

Lo Pan himfelf beneath a blafted oak 
Rejected lies, his pipe in pieces broke. 
See Pales weeping too, in wild defpair, 
And to the piercing winds her bofom bare. 

And fee yon fading myrtle, where appears 
The queen of love, all bath'd in flowing tears j 
See how flic wrings her hands, and beats her breaft, 
And tears her ufelefs girdle from her waift : 
Hear the fad murmers of her fighing doves, 
For grief they figh, forgetful of their loves. 



THE MOURNING MUSE OF ALEXIS, it 
Lo, Love himfelf, with heavy woes opprefl J 
See how his forrows fwellhis tender breaft ; 
His bow he breaks, and wide his arrows flings, 
And folds his little arms, and hangs his drooping wings j 
Then, lays his limbs upon the dying grafs, 
And all with tears bedews his beauteous face, 
With tears, which from his folded lids arife, 
And even Love himfelf has weeping eyes. 
All nature mourns 5 the floods and rocks deplore. 
And cry with me, " Paftora is no more 1" 

I mourn Paftora dead; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 
The rocks can melt, and air in mifts can mourn,. 
And floods can weep, and winds to fighs can turn 1 
The birds, in fongs, their forrows can difclofe, 
And nymphs and fwains, in words, can tell their woes. 
But, oh ! behold that deep and wild defpair, 
Which neither winds can fhew, nor floqds, nor air. 

See the great fhepherd, chief of all the fwains, 
Lord of thefe woqds and wide-extended plains, 
Stretch' d on the ground, and clofe to earth his face. 
Scalding with tears th* already-faded grafs j 
To the cold day he joins his throbbing breaft, 
No more within Paftora's arms to reft ! 
No more ! For thofe once foft: and circling arms 
Themfelves are clay, and cold are all her charms 
Cold are thofe lips, which he no more muft kifs, 
And cold that bofom, once all downy blifs ; 
On whofe foft pillows, lull'd in fweet delights, 
He us'd, in balmy fleep, to lofe the nights. 

6 Ak! 
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Ah ! where is all that love and fondnefs fled ? 
Ah ! where is all that tender fweetnefs laid ? 
To duft mull all that heaven of beauty come ? 
And mufbPaftora moulder in the tomb f 
Ah, death ! more fierce and unrelenting far, 
Than wildeft wolves or favage tigers arc ; 
With lambs and flicep their hungers are appeas'd, 
But ravenous death the fliepherdefs has feiz'd. 
I mourn Paftora dead ; let Albion mourn, 
And fable clouds her chalky cliffs adorn. 

" But fee, Menalcas, where a fudden light, 
u With wonder flops my fong, and ftrikes my fight ! 
" And wherePaftora lies, it Spreads around, 
" Shewing all radiant bright the facred ground. 
" While from her tomb, behold, a flame afcends 
w Of whiteft fire, whofe flight to heaven extends f 
41 On flaking wings it mounts, and quick as fight 
u Cuts through the yielding air with rays of light; 
" Till the blue firmament at laft it gains, 
" And, fixing there, a glorious ftar remains :" 

Fa i reft it mines of all that light the ikies, 
As once on earth were fuen Paftora's eyes. 
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TO THE KING, 
ON THE TAKING OF NAMTJR. 

IRREGULAR ODE. 

u Praefenti tibi maturos largimur honores : 
" Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes." 

Hon ad Auguftum. 

I. 

OF arms and war my Mufe afpires to fing, 
And ftrike the lyre upon an untry'd firing : 
New fire informs my foul, unfelt before ; 
And, on new wings, to heights unknowm I foar. 
O power unfeen ! by whofe reftftlefs force 
Compelled, I take this flight, direct my courfe : 
For Fancy wild and pathlefs ways will chufe, 
Which Judgment rarely, or with pain, purfues : 
Say, facred nymph, whence this great change proceeds j> 
Why fcorns the lowly fwain his oaten reeds, 
Daring aloud to ftrike the founding lyre, 

And fing heroic deeds ; 
Neglecting flames of love, for martial fire > 
II. 
William, alone, my feeble voice "can raife ; 
What voice Co weak, that cannot fing his praiie t 
The liftcning- world each whifper wili befriend 
That breathes his name! and every ear attend. 

The 
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The hovering winds on downy wings (hall wait around, 
And catch, and waft to foreign lands> the flying found. 
Ev'n I will in his praife be heard j 

For by his name my verfe mall be preferr'd. 

Borne like a lark upon this eagle's wing, 

High as the fpheres, I will his triumph fing j 
High as the head of Fame ; Fame, whofe exalted (ize 
From the deep vale extends up to the vaulted ikies : 

A thoufand talking tongues the monfter bears, 
A thoufand waking eyes, and ever-open ears ; 

Hourly fhe (talks, with huge gigantic pace, 
Meafuring the globe, like time, with conftant race r 

Yet fhalf flie'ftay, and bend to William's praife : 
Of him, her thoufand ears mall hear triumphant lays, 
Of him. her tongue fhall talk, on him her eyes mall gaze. 

,> IIL 
But Ip, a change aftonifhing my eyes ! 

And all around, behold new objects rife ? 

What forms are thefe I fee ? and whence ? 
Beings fubftantial > or does air condenfe, 
To clothe in vifionary fhape my various thought ? 
Are* thefe by fancy w rought ! 
Can ftrong ideas ftrike Co deep the fenfe ! 
O facred ppefy ! O boundlefs power ! 
What wonders doft thou trace, what hidden worlds ex- 
plore ! 
Through feas, earth, air, and the wide-circling Iky, 
* What is not fought and feen by thy all -piercing eye ! 

iv. 
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IV- 
*Twas" now, when flowery lavyns the profpeft made, 
And flowing brooks beneath aforefl's fhadej 
A lowing heifer, lovelieil of the herd, 
Stood feeding by j while* cwo.^ercq bulls, prepar'd 
Their armed heacjs/qi; t»S ht »* : bv fate °/ wa *"> t0 P rov « . 
The vi&or worthy of the fair-one's love. t 
Unthought prefage, of what met next my view ! 

'Forfoo^the Afady fcene- withdrew. t 

And now, forwoods^and fields, andfpringing flower?; 
Behold a town arifc, bulwarjt'd with walls, and lofty 
towers 1 * 
.Two rival armies. all the plain o'erfpread, 
Each in battalia rang'd, and mining arms .array 'd : 
With eager eye* behpldkig both from far 
Namur, the prize and mifhrefs of the war. 

V. n 

Now, thirftof conqusft,. and immortal fame, 
Does every chief and foldier's heart inflame. 
Defenfive arms the Gallic forces bear, 
While hardy Briton^ for the #orm. prepare : 
For fortune had, with partial hand, before 
Refign'4 the rule to* Gallia's power. 
High on a rock the mighty fortrefs flands, 

Founded by Fate, and wrought by.Nature's hands. 
A wondrous talk it is th* Afcent to gain, 
Through craggy cliff*, that ftrjkc.the 0ght with pain, 
And nod impending terrors o'er the plain. 
To this,, what dangers men can add, by force or {kill, 
(And great is human force and wit in ill) 

Are 
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Are join'd ; on every ficle, wide-gaping engines wait, 
Teeming with fire, and big with certain fate ; 
Ready to hurl deftru£Hon from above, . 
In dreadful roar, mocking the wrath of J Ore. 
Thus fearful does the face of adverfe power appear; 

But Britifh forces are unus'd.to fear : 
Though thus oppos'd, they might, if William where rrot 
there. 

VI. 
But hark, the voice of war ! behold the ftorm begin ! 
The trumpet's clangor fpeaks in loud alarms, 

Mingling (hrill notes, with dreadful din 
Of cannons burft, and rattling clafli of arms. 
Clamours from earth to heaven, from heaven to earth re- 
* bound, 
Diftin&ion in promiscuous noife is drowned, 
And Echo loft in one continued found. 
Torrents of fire from brazen mouths are fent, 
Follow'd by peals, as if each £61e were rent ; 
Such flames the gulf of Tartarus difgorge, 
So vaulted JEtaa. roars from Vulcan's forge ; 
Such were the peals from thence* fuch the vaft blaze that 
broke, 
Reddening with horid gloom the duflcy'fmoke, 
When the huge Cyclops did with moulding thunderfvveat, 
And maflive bolts on repercuffive anvils beat. 

VII. 
Amidft this rage, behold, where William ftands, 
Undaunted , undifmay'd ! 
With face ferine, difpenfing dread commands ; 

< Which 
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Which, heard with awe, aire with delight obey'd. 
A thou&ird fiery deaths around him fly j 
And burning balls hifs harmlefs by : 
For ev'ry fire his facred head muft fpare, 
Nor dares the lightning touch the laurels there. 
VIII. 
Now many a wounded Briton feels the rage 
Of miflive fires that fefter in each limb, 
Which dire revenge alone has- power t' affuage ; 
Revenge makes danger dreadlefs feem. 
And now, with defperateforce, and frefh attack, 
Through obvious deaths, refiftlefs way they make;: 
Raifmg high piles of earth, and heap on heap they lay,. 
And then afcendj refemblingthus (as far 
As race of men inferior may) 
The fam'd gigantic war. 
When thofe tall fons of earth did heaven afpiref 
(A brave, but impious fire !) 
Uprooting hills, with moft ftupendous hale r 
To form the high and dreadful fcale. 
The gods, with horror and amaze, look'd down r 
Beholding rocks from their firm bafis rent > 
Mountain on mountain thrown, 
With threatening hurl, that fhook th* aetherial firmament, 
Th* attempt did fear in heaven create ; 
Even Jove defponding fate, 
Till Mars, with all his force col le&ed, flood. 
And pour'd whole war on the rebellious brood 5 
Who, tumbling headlong from th/ empyreal Ikies, 
O'erwhelm'd thofe hills, hv which they thought to rrfe. 
C UJars 
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Mars on the gods did then his aid beftow, 
And now in godlike William ftorms with equal force be- 
low. 

IX. 
Still they proceed, with firm unftiaken pace, 
And hardy breafts oppos'd to Danger's face, 
With daring feet, oil fpringing mines they tread 
Of (ecret fulphur, in dire ambufli laid. 
Still they proceed; though all beneath, the labouring earth 

Trembles to give the dread irruptions birth. 
Through this, through more, through all they go, 

Mounting at lafl amidft the vanquifti'd foe. 
See, how they climb, and fcale the ftcepy walls ! 
See, how the Britons rife ! fee the retiring Gauls ! 
Now from the fort, behold the yielding flag is fpread, 
And William's banner on the breach difplay'd, 
X. 
Hark, the triumphant fliouts from every voice ! 
The ikies with acclamations ring ! 
Hark, how around, the hills rejoice, 
And rocks reflected Ios fing ! 
Hautboys and fifes and trumpets join'd, 

Heroic harmony prepare, 
And charm to filence every wind, 

And glad the late-tormented air. 
Far is the found of martial mufic fpread, 
Echoing through all the Gallic hoft, 
Whofc numerous troop* the dreadful ftorm ftrvey'd : 
But they, with wonder or with awe difmay'd, 
Unmov'd beheld the fortrcfi loft, 

William, 
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William, their numerous troops with terror fill'd, 
Such wondrous charms can godlike valour lhow ! 
Not the wing'd Perfeus, with petrific fhield 
Of Gorgon* s head, to more amazement charm'd his foe. 
Nor, when on foaring horfe he flew, to aid 
And fave from monfter's rage the beauteous maid j 
Or more heroic was the deed ; 
Or fhe to furer chains decreed, 
Than wasNamur, till now by William freed. 

XL 
Defcend, my Mufe, from thy too-daring height, 
Defcend to earth, and eafe thy wide-ftretch/d wing; 
For weary art thou growfj of this unwonted flight, 
And doft with pain of triumphs fing. 
More fit for thee, refume thy rural reeds ; 
For war let more harmonious harps be flrung : 
Sing thou of love, and leave great William's deeds 
To him who Tung the Boyne j or him to whom he fung. 
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THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. 

To the Right Honourable 
CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 
" Dignum laudc virum Mufa vetat mori." Hon. 

T\ESCEND, celeftial Mufe! thy fon infpire 

"T - ^ Of thee to ling ; infufe thy holy fire. 

Belov'd of gods and men, thyfejf difclofe; 

Say, from what fource thy heavenly power arofe, 

Which, from unnumber'd years delivering down 

The deeds of heroes deathlefs in renown, 

Extends their life and fame to ages yet unknown, 

Time and the Mule fet forth with equal pace ; 

At once the rival ftartcd to the race: 

And both at once the deftin'd courfe fhall end, 

Or both to all eternity contend. 

One to prcferve what t' other cannot fave, 

And refcue virtue rifing from the grave. 

To thee, O Montague, thefe ftrains are lung, 

For thee my voice is tun'd, and fpeaking lyre is fining ? 

For every grace of every Mufe is thine 

In thee their varum* fires united ftiine, 

Darling of Phccbus and the tuneful Nine ! 

To thee alone I dare my fong commend, 

Whole nature «•«•" f#m - ** s *"* and power defend, 

And fliew b and the fiiend. 

Begin* 
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THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. art- 
Begin, my Mufe, from Jove derive thy fang, 
Thy fong of right does firft to Jove belong : 
For thou thyfelf art of ceteftial feed, 
Nor dare a fire inferior boaft *he breed. 
When firft the frame of this vaft ball wa* made, 
And Jove with joy the finifli'd work furveyMy 
Viciffitude of things, of men and ftates, 
Their rife and fall were deftin'd by the Fates ♦ 
Then Time had firft a name; by firm decree 
Appointed lord of all futurity, 
Within whofe ample bofom fates repofe 
Caufes of things, and fecret feeds inclofe, 
Which, ripening there, (hall one day gain a birth, 
And force a paflage through the teeming earth. 
To him they give to rule the fpacious light, 
And bound the yet Unparted day and night ; 
To wing the hours that whirl the rolling fphene, 
To fhift.the feafons, and conduct the year, 
Duration of dominion and of power 
To him prefcribe, and fix each fated hour* 
This mighty rule to Time the Fates ordain, 1 

But yet to hard conditions bind his reign ; 
For every beauteous birth he brings to light, 
{How good foe'er and grateful in his fight,) 
He muft again to native earth reftore, 
And all his race with iron teeth devour* 
Nor good nor great (hall Tcape his hungry maw, 
But bleeding Nature prove the rigid law. 

Not yet the loofen'd earth aloft was flung, 
Or pois'd amid the flues in balance hung ; 
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Nor yet did golden fires the fun adorn, 
Or borrow'd luftre filver Cynthia's horn; 
Nor yet had Time cpmmiflion to begin, 
Or fate the many twifted web to ipin ; 
When all the heavenly hoft affembled came 
To view the world yet refting on its frame ; 
Eager they prefs, to fee the fire difmifs, 
And roll the globe along the vaft abyfs. 

When deep revolving thoughts the god retain, 
Which for a fpace fufpend the promis'd fcene, 
Once more his eyes on Time intentive look, 
Again infpett Fate's univerfal book. 
Abroad the wondrous volume he difplays, 
And prefent views the deeds of future days. 

A beauteous fcene adorns the foremoft page, 
Where Nature's bloom prefents the golden age. 
The golden leaf to filver foon refigns, 
And fair the fheet, but yet more faintly, mines. 
Of bafer brafs, the next denotes the times. 
An impious page deform'd with deadly crimes. 
The fourth yet wears a worfe and browner face, 
And adds to gloomy days an iron race. 

He turns the book, and every age reviews, 
Then all the kingly line his eye purfues: 
The firft of men, and lords of earth defign*d, 
Who under him fhould govern human-kind. 
Of future heroes, there, the lives he reads, 
In fearch of glory fpent, and godlike deeds ; 
Who empires found, and goodly cities build > 
And favage men compel to leave the field. 
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THE BIRTH OF THE MUSE. ** 
All this he few, and all he law approved ; 
When lo ! but thence a narrow fpace remov'd, 
And hungry Time has all the fcene defac'd, 
The kings deftroy'd, and laid the kingdoms wafte ; 
Together all in common ruins lie. 
And but anon and ev'n the ruins die. 
Th* Almighty, inly touch'd, compaflion found, 
To fee great actions in oblivion drown'd ; 
And forward fearch'd the roll, to find if Fate 
Had no referve to fpare the good and great. 
Bright in his view the Trojan heroes fhine, 
And Uian ftru&ures rais'd by hands divine j 
But Ilium foon in native duft is laid, 
And all her boailed pile a ruin made : 
Nor great JEneas can her fall withftand, 
But flies, to fave his gods, to foreign land. 
The Roman race fucceed the Dardan ftate, 
And firft, and fecond Csefar, godlike great. 
Still on to after-days his eyes defcend, 
And rifing heroes (till the fearch attend. 
Proceeding thus, he many empires pafs'd ; 
When fair Britannia fix'd his fight at laft. 
Above the waves flie lifts her filver head, 
And looks a Venus born from Ocean's bed. 
For rolling years, her happy fortunes fmile, 
Ancl fates propitious blefs the beauteous ifle ; 
To worlds remote fhe wide extends her reign, 
And wields the trident of the ftormy main. 
Thus on the bafe of empire firm (he ftands, 
While bright Eliza rules the willing lands. 
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But foon a lowering fky comes on apace, 

And fate rovers'd fhews an iil-omen'd face. 

The void of heaven a gloomy horror fills ; 

And Cloudy veils involve her mining hills; 

Of greatnefs pafs'd no footfteps (he retains, 

Sunk in a feries of inglorious reigns. 

She feels the change, and deep regrets the fhame 

Of honours loft, and her diminifh'd name : 

Confcious, ihe feeks from day to fhrowd her head, 

And glad would fhrink beneath her oozy bed. 

Thus far, the facred leaves Britannia's woes 

In ftiady draughts and dufky lines difclofe. 

Th' cnfuing fcene revolves a martial age, 

And ardent colours gild the glowing page. 

Behold ! of radiant light an orb arife, 
Which, kindling day, rcftorcs the darken'd ikies s 

And fee ! on Teas the beamy ball defcends, 
.And now its courfc to fair Britannia bends : 

Along the foamy main the billows bear 
The floating fire, and waft the mining fphere. 
Hail, happy omen ! Hail, aufpicious fight ! 
Thou glorious guide to yet a greater light. 
For fee a prince, whom dazzling arms array, 
Purfuing clofely, plows the -watery way, 
Tracing the glory through the flaming fea. 

Britannia, rife ; awake, O faircft ifle, 
From iron deep ; again thy fortunes fmile. 
Once more look up, the mighty man behold, 
Whole reign renews the former age of gold. 

The 
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The Fates at length the blifsful web have fpun, 
And bid it round in endleft circles .run. 
Again flrall diftant lands confefs thy fway, 
Again the watery world thy rule obey ; 
Again thy martial Tons (hall third for fame, 
And win in foreign fields a deathLefs name.; 
For William's genius every foul infpires, 
And warms the frozen youth with warlike fire*. 
Already, fee, the hoftile troops retreat, 
And feem forewarn'd of their impending fate. 
Already routed foes his fury feel, 
And fjy the force of his unerring ftecl. 
The haiighty Gaul, who well, till now, might boaft 
A matchlefs fword and unrefifted hoft, 
At his forefeen approach the field foriake*; 
His cities tremble, and his empire (hakes. 
His towering eirfigns long had aw'd the plain, 
And fleets audaciouily ufurp'd the main ; 
A gathering dorm he feem'd, which from afar 
Teem'd with a deluge of deftru&ive war, 
Till William's ftronger genius foar'd above, 
And down the Ikies the daring ternpeft drove. 
So from the cadiant fun retires the night, 
And weftern clouds fhot through with orient light* 
'So whenth' afluming god, whom ftorms obey. 
To all the warring winds at once gives way, 
The frantic brethren ravage all around, 
And rocks, and woods, and fhores, their rage refouno'; 
Incumbent o'er the main, at length they fweep 
The liquid plains, and raiJe the peaceful deep. 
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But when fuperior Neptune leaves his bed. 
His trident fhak.es, and fhews his awful head ; 
The madding winds are hufti'd, the tempefts ceafe, 
And every rolling furge reticles in peace. 

And now the facred leaf a landfkip wears. 
Where, heaven ferene, and air unmovM appears. 
The rofe and lily paint the verdant plains, 
And palm and olive (hade the fylvan fcenes. 
The peaceful Thames beneath his banks abides, 
And foft, and ftill, the filver furface glides. 
The Zephyrs fan the fields, the whifpering breeze 
With fragrant breath remurmurs through the trees. 
The warbling birds, applauding new-born light, 
In wanton meafures wing their airy flight. 
Above the floods the finny race repair, 
And bound aloft, and bafk in upper air; 
They gild their fcaly backs in Phoebus' beams, 
And fcorn to fkim the level of the ftreams. 
Whole Nature wears a gay and joyous face, 
And blooms and ripens with the fruits of peace. 

No more the labouring hind regrets his toil, 
But chearfully manures the grateful foil ; 
Secure the glebe a plenteous crop will yield, 
And golden Ceres grace the waving field. 
Th* adventurous man, who durft the deep explore, 
Oppofe the winds, and tempt the fhelfy fhore, 
Beneath his roof now taftes unbroken reft, 
Enough with native wealth and plenty bleft. 

No more the forward youth purfues alarms, 
Nor leaves the facred arts for ftubborn arms. 
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No more the mothers from their hopes are torn, 
Nor weeping maids the promis'd lover mourn. 
No more the widows' fhrieks, and orphans' cries, 
Torment the patient air, and pierce the Ikies ; 
But peaceful joys the profperous times afford, 
And banifh'd virtue is again reftor'd. 
And *he whofe arms alone fuftain'd the toil, 
And propp'd the nodding frame of Britain's iflej 
By whofe illuftrious deeds, her leaders fir'd, 
Have honours loft retriev'd, and new acquirM, 
With equal fway will virtue's laws maintain, 
And good, as great, in awful peace fhall reign 9 
For his example fttflthe rule (hall give, 
And thofe it taught to conquer, teach to live. 

Proceeding on, the Father ftill unfolds 
Succeeding leaves, and brighter ftill beholds j 
The lateft feen the faireft Teems to fhine, 
Yet fudden does to one more fair refign. . 
Th' Eternal paus'd 

Nor would Britannia's fate beyond explore; 
Enough he few befides the coming ftore. 
Enough the hero had already done, 
And round the wide extent of glory run : 
Nor further now the fhining path purfues, 
But like the fun the fame bright race renews. 

And fhall remorfelefs Fates on him have power I 
Or Time unequally fuch worth devour ! 
Then, wherefore fhall the brave for fame conteft ? 
Why is this man difiinguiih'd from the reft * 
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Whole Jbaring genius now fublime -afpires, 
And deathfofs fame the due reward requires. 
Approving Heaven th* exalted virtue -views, 
Nor can the claim which it approves refufe. 
The grqat Creator foon the grant refolves, 
And in his mighty mind the means revolves. 
He thought ;' nor doubted once, again to chute, 
But fpake ;the word, and made th' immortal Mufe, 
Ne'er did his power produce fo bright a child, 
On whofe 4 'creation infant Nature fmil'd. 
Perfect at &ft, -a finifti'd form me wears., 
And youth perpetual in her face appears. 
*Th' affembled gods, who long expecting ftaid, 
With new. delight gaze on the lovely maid, 
And think the wifh'd-for world was well delay'< 
Nor did the fire nimfelf his joy difguife, 
But ftedfaft view'd, and fix'd, and fed his eyes, 
Intent a fpace, at length he fileuce broke, 
And thus the god the heavenly fair befpoke. 

" To thee, immortal Maid, from this blefs'd hour, 
*' O'er Time and Fame, I give unbounded power, 
*" Thou from Oblivion fhalt the hero fave ; 
■" Shalt rife, revive, immortalize the brave. 
** To thee, the Dardan Prince fhall owe his fame s 
u To thee, the Caefars their eternal name, 
-« Eliza, fung by thee with Fate mail ftrive, 
** And long as Time in facred verfe furvive. 
•" And yet, O Mufe, remains the nobleft theme; 
*« The firft of »ett# mature for endiefs fame, 

« Thy 
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Whofe memory of found is long fince gone, 
And-purpofely annihilated for his throne : 
Beneath, two foft tranfparent clouds do meet, 
In which he feems to fink his fofter feet. 
A melancholy thought, condens'd to air, 
Stol'n from a lover in defpair, 
Like a thin mantle, ierves to wrap 
In fluid folds his vifionary fhape. 
A wreath of darknefs round his head he wears, 
Where curling miits fupply the want of hairs r 
While the ftill vapours, which from poppies rife, 
Bedew his hoary face, and lull his eyes. 
IV. 
Buf hark ! the heavenly fphere turns round, 
And Silence now is drown'd 
In ecftacy of found. 
How on a fudden the ftill air is charm'd, 
As if all harmony were juft alarm'd ! 
And every foul with tranfport fill'd, 
Alternately is thaw'd and chill'd. 
See how the heavenly choir 
Come flocking to admire, 
And with what fpeed and care 
Defcending angels cull the thinned air ! 
Hafte then, come all th' immortal throng, 

And Men to her fong ; 
Leave your lov'd manfions in the fky, 
And hither, quickly hither fly. 
Your lofs of heaven nor fliall you need to fear ; 
While (he lings, 'tis heaven here, 

V. Sec 



S« CONGREVE'S POEMS. 
V. 

See how they crowd, fee how the little cherubs ikip ! 
While others fit around her mouth, and fip 

Sweet Hallelujahs from her lip, 
Thofc lips, where in furprize of blifs- they rove - y 

For ne'er before did angels tafte 
So exquifite a feaft, 
Of mufic and of love. 

Prepare then, ye immortal choir, 

Each facred minftrel tune his lyne, 

And with her voice in chorus join ; 
Her voice, which next to yours is molt divine 

Blefs the glad earth with heavenly lays, 
And to that pitch th' eternal accents raife, 

Which only breath infpir'd can reach, 
To notes, which only (he can learn, and you can teach t 

While we, cbarm'd with the lov'd excefs, 

Are wrapt in fweet fbrgetfulnefs 
Of all, of all, but of the preient happinefs r 

Wiflung for ever in that ftate to lie. 

For ever to be dying fo> yet never die* 
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P R I A M ' S 
LAMENTATION AND PETITION 

T O 

ACHILLES, 

FOR THE BODY OF HIS SON HECTOR. 

Translated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad w. 
Beginning at this Line, 

Argument introdu&ory to this Tranflation. 

Hector's body (after he was ilain) remained ftill in the 
poflerTion of Achilles ; for which Priam made great 
lamentation. Jupiter had pity on him ; and fent Iris 
to comfort him, and direct him after what manner he 
fhould go to Achilles' tent ; and how he mould there 
ranfom the body of his fon. Priam accordingly orders 
his chariot to be got ready, and, preparing rich pre- 
fents for Achilles, fets forward to the Grecian camp, 
accompanied by nobody but his herald Idaeus. Mer- 
cury, at Jupiter's command, meets him by the way, 
in the figure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoan- 
ing his mi 'fortunes, undertakes to drive his chariot 
tmoliliYcu through the guards, and to the door of 
D Achilles' 
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Achilles' tent ; which having performed, he difco- 
vered himfelf a god, a»d giving him a fhort irjftru&ion 

T how to move Achilles to companion, flew up to 

' heaven. 

O O fpake the god, and heavenward took his flight; 

*-* When Priam from his chariot did alight 5 

Leaving Idaeus there, alone he went 

With folemn pace into Achilles' tent. 

Hcedlefs he pafs'd through various rooms of ftate, 

Until approaching where the hero fate ; 

There, at a feaft, the good old Priam found 

Jove's beft-belovM, with all his chiefs around j 

Tw« only were f attend his perfon plac'd, 

Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft 

At greater diftance, greater ftate exprefs'd. 
Pria^a, unfeen by thefe, his way purfued, 

J\q& firft of all was by Achilles view'd. 

About his knees his trembling arms he caft, 

And agonizing grafp'd and held them faft ; 
Then caught hi . hands, and kifs'd and prefs'd them clofe, 
Thofe hands, th* inhuman authors of his woes j 
Thofe hands, whofe unrelenting force had coft 
^luch of his blood (for many fons he loft). 
But, as a wretch who has a murder done, 
And, feeking refuge, does from juftice run, 
Entering fome houfe, in hafte, where he 's unknown. 
Creates amazement in the lookers-on : 
So did Achilles gaze, furpriz'd to fee 
The godlike Priam's royal mifery j 
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All on each other gaz'd, all in furprize, 
And mute, yet feem'd to queftioa with their eyes, 
Till he at length the foleran filence broke j 
And thus the venerable fuppliant {poke : 

" Divine Achilles, at your feet behold 
" A proftrate King, in wretchednefs grown old s 
" Think on your father, and then look on me, 
" His hoary age and helplefs perfon fee j 
" So furrow'd are his cheeks, fo white his hairs, 
" Such, and fo many, his declining years ; 
'^ Could you imagine (but that cannot be) ♦ 

" Could you imagine fuch, his mifery ! 
" Yet it may come, when he mall be opprefs'd, 
" And neighbouring princes lay his country wafte 3 
" Ev'n at this time, perhaps, fome powerful fOe> 
" Who will no mercy, no companion mow, 
44 Entering his palace, fees him feebly fly, 
" And feek protection where no help is nigh. 
" In vain he may your fatal abfence mourn, 
" And wilh, in vain, for your delay'd return ; 
" Yet, that he hears you live, is fome relief 5 
*' Some hopes alleviate his excefs of grief; 
" It glads his foul to think, he 6nce may &e 
"His much-lov'd fon ; would that were granted me I 
" But I, moft wretched I J of all bereft I 
*\ Of all my worthy fbns how few are left ! 
" Yet fifty goodly youths I had to boaft, 
" When firll the Greeks invaded Ilion's coaft : 
" Nineteen, the joyful iffue of one womb, 
" Are now, alas.! a mournful tribute to one tomb. 
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4t Mercilefs war this devastation wrought, 

" And their ftrong nerves to diflblution brought. 

" Still one was left, in whom was all my hope, 
4i My age's comfort, and his country's prop ; 
44 Heftor, my darling, and my laft defence, 
44 Whofe life alone, their deaths could recompenfe ; 
" And, to complete my ftore of countlefs woe, 

44 Him you have flain of him bereav'd me too ! 

44 For his fake only, hither am I come ; 

44 Rich gifts I bring, and wealth, an endlefs fum 5 

44 All to redeem that fatal prize you won, 

44 A worthlefs ranfom for fo brave a fon. 

" Fear the juft gods, Achilles ; and on me 
44 With pity look, think you your father fee j 
" Such as I am, he is j nlone in this, 
" I can no equal have in miferies ; 
44 Of all mankind mod wretched and forlorn, 
44 Bow'd with fuch weight as never has been borne; 
44 Rcduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
44 The fpring and fource of all my forrows come ; 
44 With gifts, to court mine and my country's bane, 
11 And kifs thofe hands which have my children flain.** 
He fpake. 

Now fadnefs o'er Achilles' face appears, 
Priam he views, and for is father fears j 
That, and companion melt him into tears. 
Then, gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam's face ; but he ftill proftrate lay, 
And there, with tears and fighs, afrefh begun 
To mourn the fall of his ill-fated fon. 

$uft 
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But paflion different ways Achilles turns, 
Now, he Patroclus, now, his father mourns : 
*!rhus both with lamentations filPd the place, 
Till forrow fcem'd to wear one common face. 



T H I 
LAMENTATIONS 
of' 
HECUBA, ANDROMACHE, AND HELEN, 

OVER THE 
DEAD BODY OF HECTOR. 

Tranflated from the Greek of Homer, Iliad a. 

Beginning at this Line, 
'Hw$ Se kfoxoTTSTrh©- exidvalo isaem It ctlav. 

Connexion of this with the former Tranflation. 

Priam, at laft, moves Achilles to companion, and, after 
having made him prefents of great value, obtains the 
body of his fon. Mercury awakens Priam early in the 
morning, and ad\ ifes him to haftc away with the body, - 
left Agamemnon mould be informed of his being in 
the camp : he himfelf helps to harnefs the mules and 
horfes, and conveys him fafely, and without noife, 
D 3 chariot 
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chariot and all, from among the Grecian tents ; then 
Hies up- to heaven, leaving Priam and Idaeus to travel 
on with the body toward Troy. 

NO W did the faffron morn her beams difplay, 
Gilding the face of univerfal day ; 
When mourning Priam to the town returned ; 
Slowly his chariot mov'd, as that had mourn'd j 
The mules, beneath the mangled body go, 
As bearing (now) unufual weight of woe* 
To Pergamus* high top Caflandra flies, 
Thence fhe afar the fad proceflion fpies : 
Her father and Idaeus' firft appear, 
Then Heftor's corpfe extended on a bier ; , 

At which, her boundlefs. grief loud cries began, 
And, thus lamenting, through the flreet fhe ran c 
Ai Hither, ye wretched Trojans, hither all ! 
" Behold the godlike Hector's funeral i 
u If e'er you went with joy, to fee him come 
41 Adorn'd with conqucit and with laurels home, 
" Aflemble now, his, ranfbm'd body fee, 
" What once was all your joy, now all your mifery !■• 

She fpake, and ftrait the numerous crowd obey'd, 
Nor man, nor woman, in the city ftay'd ; 
Common content of grief had made them one, 
With clamorous moan to Scaea's gate they run, 
There the lov'd body of their Hc£br meet, 
Which they, with loud and frefh lamentings, greet* 
His reverend mother, and his tender wife, 
Equal in love, in grief had equal ftrife : 

In 
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In forrow they no moderation knew, 
But, wildly wailing, to the chariot flew • 
There ftrove the rolling wheels to hold, while each 
Attempted firft his breathlefs corpfe to reach ; 
Aloud they beat their breafts, and tore their hair. 
Rending around with fhrieks the fuffering air. 

Now had the throng of people ftopt the way, 
Who. would have there lamented dl the day ; 
But Priam from his chariot rofe, and- fpake, 
" Trojans, enough; truce with your (brrowsmakei 
" Give way to me, and yield the chariot room: 
" Firft let me bear my Hector's body home, 
" Then mourn your fill." At this the crowd gave wayj 
Yielding, like waves of a divided fea. 

ldseus to the palace drove, then laid 
With care the body on a fumptuous bed, 
And round about were ikilful ringers plac'd, 
Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes exprefs'd 
Their moan*; all in a Chorus did agree 
Of univerfal mournful Harmony, 
When firfl' Andromache her paflion broke, 
And thus (clofe preffing his pale cheeks) flxe fpoke : 

ANDROMACHE'S LAMENTATION* 

O my loft hufband ! let me ever mourn 
Thy early fate, and too untimely urn : 
In the full pride of youth thy glories fade, 
And thouin«aflies niuft with them be laid. 
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Why is my heart thus miferably torn 
Why am I thus diftrcfs'd! why thus forlorn! 
Am I that wretched thing a widow left? 
Why do I live, who am of thee bereft ! 
Yet I were bleft, were I alone undone ; 
Alas, my child! where can an infant run? 
Unhappy orphan! thou in woes art nurs'dj 
Why were you born ? — I am with bleflings curs'd I 
For long ere thou fhall be to manhood grown. 
Wide defolation will lay wafte this, town: 
Who is there now that can protection give, 
Since he, who was her ftrength, no more doth live? 
Who of her reverend matrons will have care ? 
Who fave her children from the rage of war ? 
For he to all father and hufband was. 
And all are orphans now, and widows, by his lofs. 
Soon will the Grecians, now, infulting come, 
And bear us captives to their diftant home; 
I, with my child, muft the fame fortune fhare, 
And all alike, be prifoners of the war; 
MMongft bafe-born wretches he his lot muft have, 
And be to fome inhuman lord a flave. 
Elfe fome avenging Greek, with fury fill'd> 
Or for an only fon or father kill'd 
By Hector's hand, on him will vent his rage, 
And with his blood his thirfty grief affuage,- 
For many fell by his rclcntlcfs hand, 
Biting that ground, with which their blood was ftain'd. 

Fierce was thy father (O my child) in war, 
£ad never did hit fow in battle fpare j 

Thence 



HECUBA'S LAMENTATION. 41 

Thence come thefe fufTerings, which fo much have coft, 

Much woe to all, but fure to me the moft. 

I few him not, when in the pangs of death, 

Nor did my lips receive his lateft breath; 

Why held he not to me his dying hand ? 

And why recciv'd not I his laft command ? 

Something he would have faid had I been there, 

Which I mould ftill in fad remembrance bear j 

For I could never, never words forget, 

Which night and' day I fhould with tears repeat. 

She fpake, and wept afrefh, when all around 

A general figh diffus'd a mournful found. 

Then, Hecuba, who long had been oppreft 

With boiling paflions in her aged breaft, 

Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun 

A lamentation for her darling fon. 

HECUBA'S LAMENTATION. 

Heftor, my joy, and to my foul more dear 
Than all my other numerous iffue were ; 
O my laft comfort, and my beft-belov'd ! 
Thou, at whofe fall even Jove himfelf was mov'd, 
And fent a god his dread commands to bear, 
So far thou wert high heaven's peculiar care ! 
From fierce Achilles' chains thy corpfe was freed; 
So kind a fate was for none elfc decreed : 
My other fons, made prifoners by his hands, 
Were fold like Haves, and fhipt to foreign lands. 

Tho« 
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Thou too wert fentenc'd by his barbarous doom, 
And dragg'd, when dead, about Patrocius' tomb, 
His lov'd Patroclus, whom thy hands had liain : 
And yet that cruelty was us'd in vain, , 

Since all could not reftore his life again. 
Now frefti and glowing, eVn in death thou ait, 
And fair as he who fell by Phoebus' dart. 
Here weeping Hecuba her paffion ftay'd, 
And univerfal moan again was made j 
When Helen's lamentation hers fupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal beauty cry'd. 

HELEN'S LAMENTATION. 

O He&or, thou wcrt rooted in my heart, 
No brother there had half fo large a part ! 
Not lefs than twenty years are now pafs'd o'er, 
Since firft I landed on the Trojan more ; 
Since I with godlike Paris fled from home; 
(Would I hud dy'd before that day had come !)• 
In all which time (fo gentle was thy mind) 
I ne'er could charge thee with a deed unkind j. 
Not onc,untendcr word, or look of fcorn, 
Which I too often have from others borne. 
But you from their reproach ftill fct me free, 
And kindly have reprov'd their cruelty; 
If by my fillers or the Queen rcvild, 
(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kindnefs it ill has all my grief be&uU'd. 



5 
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£ver in tears kt me your lofs tampan, 

Who had no friend alive but you alone : 

All will reproach me now where'er I pafs, 

And fly with horror from my hated face. 

This fai.d, flie wept ; and the vaft throng was mov'd, 

And with a general figh her grief approv'd. 

When Priam (who had heard the mourning crowd) 

Rofe from his fe^t, and thus he (pake aloud : 

■" Ceafe your lamentings, Trojans, for a while, 
*' And fell-down trees to build a. funeral pile ; 
4t Fear not an ambufh by the Grecians laid, 
*' For with Achilles twelve days truce I made/' 

He fpake ; and all obey'd as with one mind, 
Chariots were brought, and mules and oxen join'd j 
Forth from the city all the people went, 
And nine days fpace was in that labour (pent; 
The tenth, a moft ftupendous pile they made, 
And on the top the manly Hector laid, 
Then gave it fire ; while all, with weeping eyes, 
Beheld the rolling flames and fmoke arife. 
All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd 5 
But when the rofy mora with day return'd, 
About the pile the thronging people came, 
And with black wine quench/d the remaining flame. 
His brothers then, and friends fearch'd every where, • 
And gathering up his fnowy bones with care, 
Wept o'er them ; when an urn of gold wag brought* 
Wrapt in foft purple palls, and richly wrought, 
In which the facred aihes.were interr'd, 
Then o'er his graye a monument they rear'd. 

Mean 
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Mean time, ftrong guards were plac'd, and careful fpies, 
To watch the Grecians, and prevent furprize. 
The work once ended, all the vaft refort 
Of mourning people went to Priam's court ; 
There they refrefiVd their weary limbs with reft, 
Ending the funeral with a folemn feaft. 

PARAPHRASE UPON HORACE, 
ODE XIX. LIB. I. 

" Mater fteva Cupidinum, &c." 
I. 

THE tyrant Queen of foft defircs, 
With the refiftlefs aid of fprightly Wine 
And wanton Eafe, confpires 
To make my heart its peace refign, 
And re-admit Love's long-rejected fires. 

For beauteous Glycera I burn, 
The flames fo long repelPd with double force return. 
Matchlefs her face appears, and fhines more bright 
Than poliih'd marble when reflecting light : 
Her very coynefs warms j 
And with a grateful fullennefs (he charms : 

Each look darts forth a thoufand rays, 
Whofe luftre an unwary fight betrays ,• 
My eye-balls fwim, and I grow giddy while I gaze. 
II. 
She comes ! fbe comes ! Ihe nifties in my veins ! 
At once all Venus enters, and at large (he reigns ! 

Cyprus 
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Cyprus no more with her abode is blefr, 
I am her palace, and her throne my breaft. 
Of favage Scythian arms no more I write, 
Of Parthian archers, who in flying fight, 
And make rough war their fport ; 

Such idle themes no more can move, 
Nor any thing but what *s of high import : 

And what 's of high import, but love ? 
Vervain and gums, and the green turf prepare ; 
With wine of two years old your cups be fiU'd : 

After our facrifice and prayer, 
The goddefs may incline her heart to yield. 

STANZAS 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE, 

LIB. II. ODE XIV. 

" Eheu fugaccs, Pofthume, Pofthume, 

" Labuntur anni, &c." 

I. 

AH ! no, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'tis, 
This pious anifice. 
Not all thefe prayers and alms can buy 
One moment tow'rd Eternity. 
Erernity ! that boundlefs race, 
Which Time himfelf can never run 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweary'd pace) : 
Which, when ten thoufand, thoufand years arc done, 
Is ftill the fame, and ftill to be begun. 

Fix'd 
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Fix'd are thofe limits, which prefcribe 
A fhort extent to themoft lafting breath? 
And though thou couJd'ft forfaerifice lay down 
Millions of. other lives to fare thy own, 

'Twere fruittefs all ; not all would bribe 
One fupernumerary gafp from death. 
II. 
In vain *s thy inexhaufted ftore 

Of wealth, in vain thy power; 
T^hy honours, titles, all muft fail, 
Where Piety itfelf can nought avail. . 
The rich, (he great, the innocent, and juft, 

Muft all be huddled to the grave, 
With the moft vile and ignominious (fete, 
And undiftinguilh'd He in duft. 
•In vain the fearful flies alarms, 
In vain he is fecure from wounds of arms* 
In vain avoids the faithlefs feas, 
And is.confin'd to home and cafe, 
Bounding his knowledge, to extend his days. 

In vain are all thofe arts we try, 
All our evafions, and regret to die : 
From the contagion of mortality, 
No clime is pure, no air is free : 
And no retreat 
Is fo obfcure, as to be hid from fate 
III. 
Thou mutt, alas ! thou muft, my friend ; 
(The very hour thou now doft fpend 
In ftudying to -avoid, brings-on thy end) 



Thou 
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Thou muft forego the deareft joys of life 5 
Leave the warm bofom of thy fender wife, 
And all the much-lov'd offspring of her womb, 
To moulder in the cold embraces of ft tomb. 
All muft be left, and all be loft ; 
Thy houfe, whofe (lately ftruclure fo much coft, 

Shall not afford 
Room for the (linking carcafe of its lord. 
Of all thy pleafant gardens, grots, and bowers, 

Thy coftly fruits, thy far-fetch'd plants and flowery, 

Nought fhalt thou fave ; 

Or but a (prig of rofemary (halt have* 

To wither with thee in the grave : 

The reft (hall live and flourifli, to upbraid 

Their tranfitory mailer dead. 

IV. 

Then (hall thy long-expe&ing heir 
A joyful mourning wear : 
And riot in the wafte of that eftate 
Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get. 
All thy hid (lores he (hall unfold, 
And fet at large thy captive gold. 
That precious wine, condemn'd by thee, 
To vaults and prifons, (hall again be free : 
Bury'd alive though now it lies, 

Again (haU'rife ; 
Again its fparkling furface (how, 
And free as element profufely flow. 

With 
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With fuch high food he fhall fet forth his feafts, 
That cardinals fhall wiih to be his guefls j 
And pamper'd prelates fee 
Themfeives outdone in luxury. 

IN IMITATION OF HORACE 
ODE IX. LIB. I. 

. "■ Videsut alta, &c." 

I. 

"D LESS me, 'tis cold ! how chill the air ! 
■*-' How naked docs the world appear ! 
But fee (big with the offspring of the north) 
The teeming clouds bring forth : 

A fhow er of foft and fleecy rain 
Falls, to new-cloath the earth again. 

Behold the mountain -tops around, 

As if with fur of ermins crown'd ; 
And lo ! how by degrees 
The univerfal mantle hides the trees, 

In hoary flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autumn of the iky : 
Trembling, the groves fuftain the weight, and bow 

Like aged limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a venerable head of fnow. 

II. 
Diffufive cold does the whole earth invade, 
JLik« a difeafc, through all its veins 'tis fpread, 
;And each late i : -- '*- ~* i« numb'd and dead. 

Let 's 
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Let *s melt the frozen hours, make warm the air ; 
Let chearful fires Sol's feeble beams repair j 

Fill the large bowl with fparkllng wine j 

Let 's drink 'till our own faces fhine, 
Till we like funs appear, 

To light and warm the hemisphere. 
Wine can difpenfe to all both light and heat, 

They are with wine incorporate : 
That powerful juice, with which no cold dares mi*, 
Which flill is fluid, and no froft can fix ; 

Let that but in abundance flow, 
And let it ftorm and thunder, hail and mow, 

'Tis heaven's concern ; and let it be 

The care of heaven ft ill for me : 
Thofe winds, which rend the oaks and plough the feat ; 
Great Jove can, if he pleafe, 

With one commanding nod appeafe. 

III. 
Seek not to know to-morrow's doom; 
That is not ours, which is to come. 
The prefent moment *s ail our ftore : 
The next, Ihou Id heaven allow, 
Then this will be no more : 
So all our life is but one inftant now. 
Look on each day you 've paft 
To be a mighty treafure won : 
And lay each moment out in hade ; 
We ? re fure to live too faft f 
Aad cannot live too foon. 

E Youth 
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Youth doth a thoufand pleafuret bring. 
Which from decrepit age \Kiil.fly ; 

The flowers t^bat flourifh in the spring, 
In winter's 09)4 embrace* die. 

IV, 

Now Love, that everlafting boy, invites 
To revel while you may, in foft delights : 
Now the kind nymph yields all her charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful arms. 
.Slowly (he promifes at night to meet, 
But eagerly prevents the hour with fwifter feet. 
To gloomy groves and fhades obfcure (he flies, 
There veils the bright confeffion of her eyes. 
Unwillingly flie flays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in foft fighs conveys 
The whifpers of her heart. 
Still fhe invites and Hill denies, 
And vows fhe '11 leave you if you 're rude ; 
Then from her ravifher fhe flies, 
But flies to be purfu'd t 
If from his fight fhe does herfelf convey, 
With a feign'd laugh fhe will herfelf betray, 
And cunningly inftruft him in the way. 



SONG. 



SONG. 

T. 

T look'd, and Tfigh'd, and I wiuVd 1 could fpeajc, 
■*■ And very fain would have been at her 5 
But when I ftrove moft my great paftion to break, . 
Still then I faid leaft'of the matter. 

H: 

I fwore to myfelf, and refolVd I would tfjp 

Some tyay my poor heart to recover ; 
But that was all vain, for I fooner could die, 
Than live with forbearing to : love her* 

lit, 
Dear Caelia, be kind then' ; and fince youf'own eyes 

By looks can command adoration. 
Give mine leave to talk too, and do not'defjife 

Thofe oglings that teM you my paffion". 

IV.' 
We '11 look, and we '11 love, and though neither feould 
fpeak, 
The pleafure we 9 \\ ftiUWpurfuing; 
And fb, without word's, I don 't doubt we may make 
A very good end of this wooing^ 

t z THE 
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THE RECONCILIATION. 

RECITATIVE. 

FAIR Caelia love pretended, 
And nam'd the myrtle bower, . 
Where Damon long attended 
Beyond the promis'd hour. 
At length impatient growing 
Of anxious expe&ation, 
His heart with rage o'erflowing, 
He vented thus his paflion. 

ODE. 

To all the fex deceitful, 

A long and laft adieu ; 
Since women prove ungrateful 

As oft as men prove true. 
The pains they caufe are many, 

And long and hard to bear, 
The joys they give (if any) 

Few, fhort, and unfincerc. 

RECITATIVE. 

But Caelia now, repenting 
Her breach of affignation, 
Arriv'd with eyes confenting, 
And fparkling inclination. 
Like Citherca fmiling, 
She blufh'd- and U\A his paflion; 
The flicp» Sg, 

And fun 

PALI- 
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PALINODE. 

• How engaging, Jfow endearing, 

Is a Lover's pain and care ! 
And what joy the nymph's, appearing, 

After abfence or defpafr ! 
Women wife increafe defiling, 

By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing, or retiring, 

All they mean is more to pleafe. 

ABSENCE. 

A LAS! what pains, what racking thoughts he proves* 
-*• -*- Who lives remov'd from her he deareft loves ! 
In cruel abfence doom'd paft joys to mourn, 
And think on hours that will no more return ! 
Oh let me ne'er the pangs of abfence try, 
Save me from abfence, Love, or let mc die. 

S O N G. .1 

"C 1 ALSE though me be to me and Love, 

■*■ I'll ne'er purfue Revenge j 

For ftiH the Charmer I approve, " 

Though I deplore her change. 
In hours of blifs we oft have met, 
' They could not always laft ; 
And though the prefent I regret, : 

I'm grateful for the paft. 

E 3 SONG 
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SONG IN DIALOGUE, I 
FOR TWO WOMEN, 



T Love, and am belov'd again,, 
■*" Strephon no more ihall fijgh in vain ; 
I *ve try'd his faith, and found him true, 
And all my coynefs bid adieu. 
2. 

I love, and am belov'd again. 
Yet (till my Thyrfis (hall complain ; 
I'm fure he 's mine, while I refule him, 
But when I yield, I fear to lofe him. 

x. Men will grow faint with tedious fading : 

a. And both will tire with often tafting, 
When they find the blifs not lafting. 

i. Love is compleat in kind poflefling. 

l. Ah no ! ah no ! that ends the blefiing. 

CHORUS OF BOTH, 
Then let us beware how far we confent, 
Too foon when wc yield, too late we repent $ 
'Tis ignorance makes men admire : 
And granting dcfire 
We feed not the fire, 
Bat make it more quickly expire. 



SONG. 
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$ O N O r 

t • .- 

TE L L me no more Tarn deceiv'd j 
That Chloe 's fiifie and common t r * 
I always knew (at leaft believ'd) 

She was a very woman ; • 
As fuch, I lik'd, as fuch, earefs'd, 
She itill was conftant when poffefs'dj 

She could do more for no mart. 
II. 
But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran* . 

And, that, you think a hard things 
Perhaps, fhe fancy 'd you the man, 

And what care I one farthing? : 

You think fhe 's falfe, I 'm fure fhe *9 kind j 
I take her body, you her mind, 

Who has the better bargain J 



THE PETIT t »• 

/^JRANT me, gentle Love, faid I, 

^3" One dear bleffing ere I die ; * 

Long I We borne excefs of pam> 

Let me now fome blifs obtain* 

Thus to almighty Love I cry% 
When angry thus the goA reply'd, 

E + BWfiAgs 
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Bleffings greater none can have, 
^rt thou np) Amynta 1 * Have ? ^ ; 

Ceafe fond mortal, to implqre, 
For Love, ev'n Love himfelf 's no more. 

SO N G. 



CRUEL Amynta, can you fee 
A heart thus torn, which you betray 'd ?■ 
Love of himfelf ne'er vanquifh'd me, 

But through your eyes the conqueft made. 
II. 
In ambufh their the traitor lay, 

Where I was- led by faithlefs fmiles : 
No wretches are fo loft as they, 
Whom much fecurity beguiles, 

S ON G. 

i. 

QBE, fee, Ibe wakes, Sabina wakes! 
*^ And now the fun begins to rife j 
Lcfs glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams, than her fair eyes* 
II. 
With light united, day they give, 

But different fates ere night fulfil : 
How many by his warmth will live I 

How many " kill ! 

Occaiioned 



C si 1 

Occafioned by a Lady's having writ 'Skits bs in 
Commendation of a Poem which was written in 
Praife of another Lady. 

HARD is the talk, and bold th' adventurous flighty 
Of him, who dares in praife of beauty .write ; 
For when to that high theme our thoughts afcend, 
*Tis to detract, too poorly to commend. 
And he, who, praifihg beauty, doe* no wrong, 
May boaft to be fuccefsful in his Tong : 
But when the fairthemfclves approve his lays, 
And one excepts, and one vouchsafes to praife, 
His wide ambition knows no farther bound, 
Nor can his Mufe-with brighter fame, be .cjown'd* 

EPIGRAM. 

Written after the Deceafe of Mrs. Ar a bula 
Hunt, under her Pi&ure drawn playing on a 
Lute. 

WERE there on earth another voice like thine, 
Another hand fo bleft with ftill. divine ! . „ 

The late afflicted world fome hopes might have, ' 

And Harmony retrieve thee from the grave. 



SONG. 



t JS J 

• $ O N . , G. 

.** 

1 J) I O U S Selinda goes to prayers, 

•* If I1^afktisefe\*>t«;j ' 

And yet the tender fool >s in tears, 

When (he believes PI* leave her* 
II. 
Would I were free from thi* reftraiitt, 

Or elfe had hop** 46 win her ! • 
Would the could make of me a feint, . 

Or Iofherafinfeer! 

A HYMN TO HARMONY, 

IK ft'6NOUR OF' 

ST. CECILIA'S DAT, MDCCL 

Set to M u s i c by Mr. John EccLgs. 
I. 



f*\ Harmony, to thee Vve fmg, 



To thee the grateful tribute brfrtg 
Of facred verfe, aad fweet refbundmg lay* $ 
Thy aid invoking while thy Power we praife. 
All hail to thee, 
Aft powerful Harmony ! 

3 Wife 



tfTl!? TO HARMOOT. 
Wife Nature owns thy undifputed iway, 
Her wondrous works uefigning to*hy care * 
The planetary orbs thy .rule obey, 
And tuneful roll, :unerring in their way, 
Chy voice infiorming each melodious fphere. 

CHORUS. 

. AH hail to diet, 
All-powerful Harmony f 
II. 
Thy voice, O Harmony, with awful found 
Could pchodrate th' abyfs profound, 
Explore the realms of ancient night, 
And fearch the living fource of unborn light. 

Conffcuon heard thy voice, and fled, 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his van^uiih'd head. 
Then didll thou, Harmony, give birth 
To this fair form of .heaven and earth j 
Then all thofe Aiming worlds above 
In myftic dance began to move 
Around the radiant fphere of central fire, 
A never-ceafing, iiever-filent choir. 
c H or u fl. 
Confufioa heard thy voice, and fled, 
And Chaos deeper plung'd his vanquifliM head* 

in. 

Thou only, goddefs, firft could'ft tell 
The mighty charms in numbers found ; 
And didft to heavenly minds reveal 
The (beret force of tuneful ibund. 



When 
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When firft Cyllenius form'd the lyre, 
Thou didftthe god infpire ; 
When firft the vocal Ihell he fining, 
To which the Mufes fung : 
Then firft ,the Mufes fung ; melodious ftraint ApolD* 

play'd, 
And Mufic firft began by thy aufpicious aid. 

Hark, hark I again Urania iings ! 
Again Apollo (hikes the trembling firings ! 
And fee, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found* 

CHORUS. 

Hark, hark, again Urania iings ! 
Again Apollo ftrikes the trembling firings ! 
And fee, the liftening deities around 
Attend infatiate, and devour the found. 
? IV. 

Defcend, Urania, heavenly fair ! 
T\> the relief of this afflicted world repair ; 
See how, with various woes oppreft, 
The wretched race of men k worn j 
Confum'd with cares, with doubts diftreft, 
Or by conflicting paflions torn, 
Reafon in vain employs her aid, ' 

The furious will on fancy waits ; 
While reafon ftill by hopes or fears betray *d, 
Too late advances, or too foon retreats. 
Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The wandering fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 
' c H o- 
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CHORUS. 
Mufic alone with fudden charms can bind 
The wandering fenfe, and calm the troubled mind. 

V. ' 
Begin the powerful fong, ye facred Nine, 
- Your inftruments and voices join ; 
Harmony, peace, and fweet defire, r 

In every breaft infpire. 
Revive the melancholy drooping heart, 
And foft repofe to reftlefs thoughts impart. 
Appeafe the wrathful mind, 
To dire revenge and death inclin'd : 
With balmy founds his boiling blood afluage, 
And melt to mild remorfe his burning rage. 
*Tis done j and now tumultuous paffions ceafe ; 

And all is hunVd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft, 
By mufic lull'd to pieafing reft. 

C H O R U S. ^ T 

'Tis done ; and now tumultuous paffions ceafe 5 

And all is hufh'd, and all is peace. 
The weary world with welcome eafe is bleft, 

By mufic lull'd to pieafing reft. 

VI. 
Ah, fweet repofe, too foon expiring i 
Ah, foolifh man, new toils requiring ! 
Curs'd ambition, ftrife purfuing, 
Wakes the world to war and ruin* 

See, 
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Sec, fee, the battle is prcpar'd I 

Behold % the hero comes ! 

Loud trumpets with mrill fifes are heard 5 

And hoarfe refopnding drums. 

War, with difcordant notes and jarring noife, 

The harmony of peace deftroys. 

CHORUS. 

^Var, with difcordant notes and jarring noife* 
The harmony of peace deftroys. 
VII. 
See the forfaken fair, with ftreaming eyes 
Her parting lover mourn ; 
She weeps, (he figlis, defpairs, and dies, 
And watchful waftes the lonely livelong night% 

Bewailing paft delights 
That may no more, no never more return! 
O footh her cares 
With fofteft, fwceteft airs, 
Till victory and peace reftore 
Her faithful lover to her tender breaft, 
Within h*r folding arms to reft, 
Thence .never to be parted more, 
No never to be parted more, 
.c. h o r, u s* 
Let victory and peace reftore 
*Her faithful lover to her tender t>reaft, 
Withia her folding arms to re% 
Thence never to be parted m©re> , 
No never to, be parted more. . 



Enough, 
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VIII. 
Enough, Urania, heavenly fair f ' 

Now to thy native Ikies repair, 
And rule again the ftarry fphere ; 
Cecilia comes, with, holy rapture fill'd, 

To eafe the world of care, 
Cecilia,^ more than all. the. Mufes IkiJPd I . 
Phoebus himfelf to her muft yield, 

, And at her feet lay down 
His golden harp and laurel crown. 
The foft entervate lyre is drown'dr 
In the deep organ's more majeftic found. 
In peals the (welling notes afoend the ikies? 
Perpetual breath the fweiling notes fupplies, 
And lafting as her name, 
Who form'd the tuneful frame* 
Th' immortal mufic never dies. 

G'R AND CHORUS. 

Cecilia, more than all the Mufes ikillM, 

Phqpbus himielf to her mufl. yield* 
And at her feet lay down 

His golden- harp and .laurel crown, 

The foft enervate lyre is drown'd 
In th? deep organ's more majeftic found* 
In peals the fwellsng 'notes afcend the.fkitt? 
-Perpetual breath the fweliing. notes fupplieq, 
And lafting. as her name, 

Who forai'd the tuneful frwuey 

Th' immortal nrafia n*ver diep, 

yERSEj; 
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V E R S E S 

TO THE MEMORY OP 

GRACE "LADY GETHIN, 
Occafioned by reading her Book, intituled 

RELIQUIAE GETHINIANiE. 

AFTER a painful life in ftudy fpent, 
Thelearn'd themfelves their ignorance lament; 
And aged men, whofe lives exceed the fpace 
Which teems the bound preferib'd to mortal race, 
With hoary heads, their fliort experience grieve, 
As doom'd to die before they 've learn'd to live. 
So hard it is true knowledge to attain, 
So frail is life, and fruitlefs human pain ! 
Whoe'er on this reflects, and then beholds, 
With ftri£r. attention, what this book unfolds, 
With admiration ft ruck, fhall queftion who 
So very long ceuld live, fo much to know ? 
For fo complete the finilh'd piece appears, 
That learning feems cornbin'd with length of years j 
And both improv'd by pureft wit, to reach 
At all that ftudy or that time can teach. 
But to what height muft his amazement rife ! 
When, having read the work, he turns his eyes 
Again to view the foremoft opening page, 
And there the beauty! fex, and tender age, 
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Of her beholds, in whofe pure mind arofe 

Th f aetherial fource from whence this current flows ! 

When prodigies appear, our reafon fails, 

And fuperftition o'er philofophy prevails. 

Some heavenly minifter we ftrait conclude, 

Some angel -mind with female form endued. 

To make a fliort abode on earth, was fent, 

(Where no perfection can be permanent) 

And> having left her bright example here, 

Was quick recall'd, and bid to difappear. 

Whether around the throne, eternal hymns 

She lings, amid the choir of feraphims ; 

Or fome refulgent ftar informs, and guides, 

Where ihe, the bleft intelligence, prefides ; 

Is not for us to know who here remain ; 

For 'twere as impious to enquire, as vain : 

And all we ought, or can, in this dark flate, 

Is, what we have admir'd, to imitate. 

EPITAPH 

Upon Robert Huntingdon, of Stanton Harcourt, 
Efq. and Robert his Son. 

HP HIS peaceful tomb does now contain 
■*- Father and fon, together laid j 
Whofe living virtues fhall remain, 

When they, and this> are quite decay 'd. 

F What 
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What man fhouid b«* to ripcnefs grown, 
And finifli'd worth fliould do, or ftun, 
At full was in the father fliown 5 
. What youth could promiie, in the fan. 

But death obdurate, both deftroy'd 

The perfect fruit, and opening bud : 
Firft feiz'd thofe fweets we had e,njoy'd, 

Then robb'd us of the corning good. 

TO MR. DRYDEN, 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OF PERSIUS. 

AS when of oid heroic ftory tells 
Of knights imprifon'd long by magic (pells. 
Till future time the deftin'd hero fend, 
By whom the dire enchantment is to end t 
Such feems this work, and fo referv'd for thee, 
Thou great repeal er of dark poefy. 

Thofe fullen clouds, which have, for ages paft, 
O'er Perijus' too-long fuffering Mufe been caft, 
Difperfe, and fly before thy facred pen, 
And, in their room, bright tracks of light are fcen. 
Sure Phoebus' felf thy fwdliug breaft infpires, 
The god of mufic, and poetic fires : 
Elfe, whence proceeds this great furprize of light ! 
How dawns this day, forth from the womb of night I 

Our wonder now does our paft folly fhow, 
Vainly contemning what we did not know : 

So, 
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So, unbelievers impioufly defpife 
The facrcd oracles, in myfteries. 
Periius, before, in fmall efteem was had, 
Unicfs, what to antiquity is paid ; 
But like Apocrypha, with fcruple read, 
(So far our ignorance our faith milled) 
Tili you, Apollo's darling prieft, thought ft* 
To place it in the poet's facred writ. 

As coin, which bears fome awful monarch's face* 
For more than its iatrinfic worth will pafs ; 
So your bright image, which we here behold, 
Adds worth to worth, and dignifies the gold, 
To you, we all this following treafure t>we, 
This Hippocrene, which from a rock did flow* 

Old ftoick virtue, clad in rugged lines, 
Polilh'd by you, in modern brilliant fliines; 
And as before, for Perfius, our efteem 
To his antiquity was paid, not him : 
So now, whatever praife from us is due, 
Belongs not to old Perfius, but the new. 
For ftiil obfeure, to us no light he gives j 
]>ead in himfeif, in you alone he lives. 

So ftubborn flints their inward heat conceal, 
Till art and force th' unwilling fparks reveal 5 
But through your flrill, from thofe fmaU feeds of firej 
Bright flames arife, which never can expire. 



THE 
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THE ELEVENTH 
SATIRE OF JUVENAL, 

THE ARGUMENT. 

The defign of this Satire is to expofe and reprehend all 
manner of intemperance and debauchery ; but more 
particularly that exorbitant luxury ufed by the Ro- 
mans in their feafting. The Poet draws the occafion 
from an invitation, which he here makes to his Friend 
to dine with him ; very artfully preparing him with 
what he was to expect from his treat, by beginning 
the Satire with a particular inve&ive againft the 
vanity and folly of fomeperfons, who, having but mean 
fortunes in the world, attempted to live up to the 
height of men of great eftates and quality. He (hews 
us the miferable end of fuch fpendthrifts and gluttons, 
with the manner and courfes which they took to 
bring themfelves to it j advifing men to live within 
bounds, and to proportion their inclinations to the 
extent of their fortune. He gives his Friend a bill o£* 
fare of the entertainment he has provided for him ; 
and from thence he takes occafion to reflect upon the 
temperance and frugality of the greateft men in for- i 

mer ages : to which he oppofes the riot and intem- 
perance of the prefent j attributing to the latter a vifi- i 
ble remiflhefs in the care of heaven over the Roman 
{late. He inftances fome lewd practices at feafts, and, 
by the bye, touches the nobility with making vice 

and 
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and debauchery confift with their principal pleafures. 
He concludes with a repeated invitation to his Friend ; 
advifing him (in one partcular fomewhat freely) to a 
neglect of all cares and difquiets for the prefent, and 
a moderate ufe of pleafures for the future. 

T F noble Atticus make fplendid feafts, 

"*• And with expenfive food indulge his guefls $ 

Hi§ wealth and quality fupport the treat : 

Nor is it luxury in him, but date. 

But when poor Rutilus (pends all he 's worth, 

In hopes of fetting one good dinner forth ; 

'Tis downright madnefs : for what greater jefts, 

Than begging4gluttons, or than beggars' feafts ? 
But Rutilus is now notorious grown, 

And proves the common theme of all the town, 
A man in his full tide of youthful blood, 

Able for arms, and for his country's good 

Urg'd by no power, reftrain'd by no advice, 

But following his own inglorious choice : » 

'Mongft common fencers pradlifes the trade, 

That end debating for which arms were made; 

Arms which to man ne'er-dying fame afford, 

But his difgrace is owing to his fword. 

Many there are of the fame wretched Hind, 

Whom their defpairing creditors may find • 

Lurking in lhambles j wherewith borrow'd coin 

They buy choice meats, and in cheap plenty dine j 

Such, whofe fole blifs is eating ; who can give 

But that one brutal reafon why they live, 

F 3 And 
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And yet xvh&m 's more ridiculous : of thcfc, 
The pooreft wretch, is (till moil hard to pleafe ; 
And he wh&fe thin traniparent rags declare 
How much his tauer'd fortune wants repair, 
Would ranfa^k every element for choice 
Of every fifh and fowl at any price 5 
If, brought from far, it very dear has coft, 
It has a flavour then, which pleafes mofr, 
And he devours it with a greater gull. 

In riot thus, while money lafts, he lives. 
And thatexhaufted, (till new pledges gives j 
Till fore'd of mere neceflky to eat, 
He comes to pawn his difh to buy his meat. 
Nothing of filver or 06 gold he fpares, • 
Not what his mother's facred image bears ; 
The broken relic he with fpeed devours, 
As he would all* the reft of 's anceftors, 
If wrought in gold, or if expos'd to fale, 
They 'd pay the price of one luxurious meal. 
Thus certain rain treads upon his heels, 

The flings of hunger, foon, and want, he feds; 

And thus is- he redue'd at length, to ferve 

Fencers, for mtferable fcraps, or ftarve. 
Imagine now, you fee a plenteous feaft : 

The queftion is, at whofe expence 'tis dreft. 

In great Ventidius we the bounty prize -5 

In Rutilui the vanity defpife. 

Strange ignorance ! that the fame man who knows 

How far yon mount above this mole-hill fhows, 

Sfaoul* 
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Should not perceive a difference as great, 
Between fmall incomes and a vaft eftato ! 
From heaven to mortals Cure that rule was fent, 
Of " Know thyfclf," and by fome god was meant 
To be our never-erring pilot here, 
Through aU the various courfes which we ffeer. 
Theriites, though the moft prefimtptuous Greek* 
Yet durft not for Achilles* armour fpeak ; 
- When fcarce Ulyflfes had a good pretence, 
With all th f advantage of his eloquence. 
Whoe'er attempts weak caufes to fupport, 
Ought to be very fure he 's able for. 'f. ; 
And not miftake ftrong rungs and impudence, 
For harmony of words' artrd force of ft nfe : 
Fools only make attempts beyond their (k\\\ ; 
A wife maa*» power *s the rimit of his will. 

If Fortune has a niggard been to thee, 
Devote thyfelf to thrift, not luxury ; 
And wifely Hutke that kind of food thy choice, 
To' which neceffity confines fhy price. 
Wall may they fear fome' mifcrablc end, 
Whom gluttony and want at once attend ; 
Whofe large voracious throats have fwallow'd all* 
Borh land and ftock, intereft and principal : 
Will may they fear, at length, vile Pbllio's fate, 
WAo fold his very ring to purchafe meat ; 
And though a knight, 'mongftcommonflavesnowftands, 
Begging an alms, withuncMincuifhV. hands. 
Sure fudden death to fuch lliould welcome be, 
On whom each added year heaps mifery, 
Scorn, poverty, reproach, and infamy* 

F 4 But 
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But there are fteps in villainy, which thefe 

Obferve to tread and follow by degrees. 

Money they borrow, and from all that lend, 

Which, never meaning to reftore, they fpend 5 

But that and their fmall ftock of credit gone, 

Left Rome mould grow too warm, front thence they run : 

For of late years 'tis no more fcandal grown, 

For debt and roguery to quit the town, 

Than, in the midft of fummer's fcorching heat, 

From crouds, and noife, and bufinefs to retreat. 

-One only grief fuch fugitives can find, 

Reflefting on the pleafures left behind ; 

The plays and loofe diverfions of the place, 

But not one blufti appears for the difgrace. 

Ne'er was of modefty fo great a dearth, 

That out of countenance Virtue *s fled from earth ; 

Baffled, expos' d to ridicule and fcorn, 

She 's with Aftrea gone, not to return. 

This day* my Perficus, thou flialt perceive 
Whether myfelf I keep thofe rules I give, 
Or elfe an unfufpe&ed glutton live j 
If moderate fare and abftinence I prize 
In public, yet in private gormandize. 
Evandefs feaft reviv'd, to-day thou 'It fee 5 
That poor Evander, I, and thou fhalt be 
Alcides and JEne-ds both to me. 
Mean time, I fend you now your bill of fare ; 
Be not furpriz'd, that 'tis all homely cheer 2 
For nothing from the fliambles I provide, 
But from my own fmall farm the tendered kid, 

And 
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And fatteft of my flock, a fuckling yet, 
That ne'er had nouriroment, but from the teat | 
No bitter willow-tops have been its food, 
Scarce grafs ; its veins have more of milk than blood* 
Next that, mall mountain 'fparagus be laid, 
Pull'd by fome plain, but cleanly, country maid. 
The largefteggs, yet warm within their neft, 
Together with the hens which laid them, dreft ; | 
Clufters of grapes, preferv'd for half a year, 
Which plump and frefh as on the vines appear; 
Apples of a ripe flavour, frefli and fair, 
Mixt with the Syrian and the Signian pear, 
Mellow'd fcy winter, from their cruder juice, 
Light of digeftion now, and fit for ufe. 

Such food as this would have been heretofore 
Accounted riot in a fenator : 
When the good Curius thought it no difgrace, 
With his own hands a few fmall herbs to drefs ; 
And from his little garden culi'd a feaft, 
Which fetter'd Haves would now difdain to tafte ; 
For fcarce a (lave, but has to dinner now, 
The well-drefs'd paps of a fat pregnant fow. 

But heretofore 'twas thought a fumptuous treat, 
On birth-days, feftivals, or days of ftate j 
A felt, dry flitch of bacon to prepare : 
If they had frefh meat, 'twas delicious fare ! 
Which rarely happen'd : and 'twas highly pria'd 
If aught was left of what they facrifie'd. 
To entertainments of this kind would come 
The worthieft and the greateft men in Rome j 

• Nay, 
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Nay, feldomany at fuch treats was fcen, 
But thofe who had at leaft thrice confuls been j 
Or the di&ator's ofP.ce had difcharg'-d, 
And now from honourable toil enlarg'd, 
Retir'd to hufband and manure their land, 
Humbling thcmfelvcs to thofe they might command- 
Then might y' have feen the good old general hafte^ 
Before th' appointed hour, to fuch a feaft; 
His fpade aloft, as 'twere in triumph held. 
Proud of the conqueft of fome ftubborn field. 
'Twas then, when pious confuls bore thefway, 
And vice, difcourag'd, pale and trembling lay, 
Our Cenfcrs then were fubjeft to the law, 
Ev'n Power itfeif of Juftice flood in awe. 
It was not then a Roman's anxious thought, 
Where largeft tcrtoife-fhclls were to be bought, 
Where pearls might of the grcateft price be had* 
And mining jewels to adorn his bed, 
That he at vail cxpencc might loll his head. 
Plain was his couch, and only rich his mind ; 
Contentedly he flept, as cheaply as he din'd. 
The foldier then, in Grecian arts- unikil'd, 
Returning rich with plunder from the field * 
If cups of filver or of gold be brought, 
With jewels fet, and exqtiifitcly wrought, 
To glorious trappings ftraight the plate he ttrrrt'd,, 
And with the glittering fpoil his horfe adoin/d * 
Or elfe a helmet fop himfelf he made. 
Where various warlike figures were inlaid: 

Th« 
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The Roman, wolf Cuckling the twins was there. 
And Mars himfelf , arra'd with his fhicld and fpeary . 
Hovering above his crcft, did dreadful fliow, 
As threatening death to each refifting foe. 
No ufe of filver, but in arms, was known ? 
Splendid they were in war, and there alone. 
No fide-boards then with gilded plate were drefsM, 
No fweating flaves with maffive diflies prefs'd j 
Expenfive riot was «ot underftood, 
But earthen platters held their homely food. 
Who would not envy them that age of blifs, 
That fees with (hame the luxury of this ? 
Heaven unwearied then did bleffings pour, 
And pitying Jove foretold each dangerous hour; 
Mankind were then familiar with the god, 
He fnufPd their incenfe with a gracious nod ; 
And would have ftillbeen bounteous, as.of old,. 
Had we not left him for that idol gold. 
His golden ftatues hence the god have driven : 
For well he knows, where our devotion *s given. 
'Tis gold weworfhip, though we pray to heaven. 
Woods of our own afforded tables then., 
Though none can pleafe us now but from Japan* 
Invite my lord to dine, and let him have 
The nicefcdifh his appetke ean crave ; 
But let it on. an oaken board be fee, 
His lotxlfeip will grow fick, and carmot eat ? 
Something 's amifo, he knows- not what to think, 
Either your reaifon ** rank, or ointments ftink. 

Order 
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Order fome other table to be brought, 
. Something, at great expence in India bought, 
Beneath whofe orb large yawning panthers lie, 
Carv'd on rich pedeftals of ivory : 
He finds no more of that offenfive fmell, 
The meat recover?, and my lord grows well. 
An ivory table is a certain whet ; 
You would not think how heartily he '11 eat, 
As if new vigour to his teeth were fent, 
By fympathy from thofe o* th' elephant. 

But fuch fine feeders are no guefts for me : 
Riot agrees not with frugality ; 
Then, that unfafliionable man am I, 
With me they *d ftarve for want of ivory : 
For not one inch does my whole houfe afford, 
Not in my very tables, or chefs-board ; 
Of bone the handles of my knives are made, 
Yet no ill tafte from thence aflfe£b the blade, 
Or what I carve ; nor is there ever left 
Any unfavoury haut-gout from the haft. 

A hearty welcome to plain wholefome meat 
You '11 find, but.ferv'd up in no formal ftate ; 
No fewer* nor dextrous carvers have I got, 
Such as by fkilful Trypherus are taught : 
In whofe fam'd fchools the various forms appear 
Of fifties, beafts, and all the fowls o' th' air; 
And where, with blunted knives, his fcholars learn 
How to drffeft, and the nice joints difcern ; 
While all the neighbours are with noife oppreft, 
From th c his wooden feaft. 

On 
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On me attends a raw unfkilful lad, 
On fragments fed, in homely garments clad, 
'At once my carver, and my Ganymede ; 
With diligence he '11 ferve us while we dine, 
And in plain beechen vefleis fill our wine. 
No beauteous boys I keep, from Phrygia brought, 
No catamites, by fhameful pandars taught : 
Only to me two home-bred youths belong, 
Unlkill'd in any but their mother-tongue ; 
Alike in feature both, and garb appear, 
With honeft faces, though with uncurl'd hair. 
This day thou fhalt my rural pages fee, 
For I have dreft them both to wait on thee. 
Of country fwains they both were born, and one 
My ploughman's is, V other my fhepherd's fon % 
A chearful fweetnefs in his looks he has, 
And innocence unartful in his face : 
Though fomctimes fadnefs will o'ercaft the joy, 
And gentle fighs break from the tender boy ; 
His abfence from his mother oft he '11 mourn, 
And with his eyes look wifhes to return; 
Longing to fee his tender kids again, 
And feed his lambs upon the flowery plain j 
A modeft blufli he wears, not form'd by art, 
Free from deceit his face, and full as free his heart. 
Such looks, fuch bafhfulnefs, might well adorn 
The cheeks of youths that are more nobly born j 
But noblemen thofe humble graces fcorn. 
This youth to-day mail my fraall treat attend, 
And only he with wine Jhali ferve my friend, 

With 
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With wine from his own country brought and made 
From the fame vines, beneath whofe fruitful fliade 
He and his vvantjon kids have often piayVL 
But you, perhaps, expect a modifh fealt, 
With amorous longs and wanton dances grae'd * 
When fprightly females, to the middle bare, 
Trip lightly o'er the ground, andfrifk in air ; 
Whofe pliant limbs in various poftures move, 
And twine and bGund as in the rage of love. 
Such fights the languid nerves to action ftir, 
And jaded luft fprings forward with this fpur. 
Virtue would fhrink to hear this lewdnefs told, 
Which hufbands now do with their wives behold; 
A needful help, to make them both approve 
The dry embraces of long wedded love. . 
In nuptial cinders this revives the fire, 
And turns their mutual loathing to defire. 
But fhe, who by her fcx's charter muit 
Have double pleafurepaid, feels double luft 5. 
Apace fhe warms with an immoderate heat, 
Strongly her bofom heaves, and pulfes beat ; 
With glowing cheeks and trembling lips fhe lies, 
With arms expanded, and with naked thighs, 
Sucking in paflion both at ears and eyes. 
But this becomes not me nor my eftate ; 
Thefe are die vicious follies of the great. 
Let him who dots on ivory tables dine, 
Whofe marble floors with drunken fpaw lings fliine j 
Let him lafcivious fongs and dances have, 
Which, or to fee, or hear, the lewdeft flavt, 

The 
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The vilcftproftitutein all the ftews, 
With hafhful indignation would refufe. 
But fortune, there, extenuates the crime ; 
What 's vice in me, is only mirth in him : 
The fruits which murder, cards, or dice afford, 
A vcftal ravifh'd, or a matron whor'd, 
Are laudable diverfions in a lord. 

But my poor entertainment is defign'd 
T' afford you pleasures of another kind : 
Yet with your tafte your hearing mail be fed, 
And Homer's facrcd lines and Virgil's read j 
Either of whom does all mankind excel, 
Though which exceeds the other none can tcIL 
It matters not with what ill tone they 're fung, 
Verfe fo fublimely good no voice can wrong. 

Now then be all thy weighty cares away, 
Thy jealoufics and fears,- and, while you may, 
To peace and ibft repofe give all the day. 
From thoughts of debt, or any worldly ill, 
Be free j be all uneafy paffion frill. 
What though thy wife do with the morning light 
(When thou in vain haft toil'd and drudg'd all night} 
Steal from thy bed and houfe, abroad to roam, 
And, having quench 'd her flame, come breathlcfs horned 
Fleck'd in her face, and with diforder'd hair, 
Her garments ruffled, and her bofbm bare j 
With cars Hill tingling, and her eyes on fire, 
Half drown'd in fin, ftill burning in defire : 
Whilft you are forcd to wink, and feem content 
Swelling with paffion, which you dare not vent ; 

< N*y, 
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Nay, if you would be free from night -alarms, 
You mull fcem fond, and doating on her charms, 
Take her (the laft of twenty) to your arms. 
Let this, and every other anxious thought, 
At th* entrance of my threfliold be forgot j 
All thy domeftic griefs at home be left, 
The wife's adultery, with the fervants* theft; 
And (the moft racking thought which' can intrude) 
Forget falfe friends and their ingratitude.. 
Let us our peaceful mirth at home begin, 
While Megalenfian (hows are in the Circus feen : 
There (to the bane of horfes) in high ftate 
The Praetor fits on a triumphal feat ; 
Vainly with enfigns and with robes adorn'd, 
As if with conqueft from the wars retum'd.. 
This day all Rome, (if I may be allow'd, 
"Without offence to fuch a numerous crowd, 
To fay all Rome) will in the Circus fweat ; 
Echos already do their fhouts repeat : 
Methinks I hear the cry—" Away, away, 
" The green have won the honour of the day." 
Oh, ihould thefe fports be but one year forborn, 
Rome would in tears her lov'd diverfion mourn 5 
For that would now a caufe of forrow yield, 
Great as the lofs of Cannae fatal field. 
Such fhows as thefe were not for us defign'd, 
But vigorous youth to active fports inclin'd. 
On beds of rofes laid, let us repofe, 
While round our heads refrefhing ointment flows $ 

Our 
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Our aged limbs we '11 baft, ia Phoebus* rays, 
And live this day devoted to oureafe. 
Early to-day we '11 to the bath repair, 
Nor need we now the common cenfure fear ; 
On feftivals it is allow 'd no crime 
To bathe and eat before the ufual time ; 
But that continued, would a loathing give. 
Nor could you. thus a week together live : 
Forfrequent ufe would the delight exclude : 
Pleafure 's a toil when conltantly purfued. 
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Qj V E E N MARY, 

Upon fyer Majefly's coming to fee the Oip BatcH£* 
lor, after having fcen the DouBLE-DEALKR, 

fy*£ this repeated act of grace; we fee 

•U Wit is again the care of Majefty j 

And while thus honour' d our proud ftage appear^ 

We feem to rival ancient theatres. 

Thus flouriih'd wit in our forefathers' age, 

And thus the Roman and Athenian ftage. 

Whofe wit is beft, we'll not prefume to tell j 
But this we know, our audience will excell : 
For never was in Rome, nor Athens, fcea 
£p fair * circle, and fo bright a Queen. 

G "l*ng 



M* C*tt&kfeV^*S POEMS. : 

Long has the Mufes' land teen oveit&ft, 
And many rough and Iformy' winters paft ; 
Hid from the world, and thrown in (hades of night, 
Of heat depriv'd, and alrnbft void of light : 
While Wit, a hardy plant, s of nature bold, " 
Has ftruggled ftfongly with the killing cold r 
So does it ftill* through oppofition grow, 
As if its root was warmer kept by fnow : 
But when fhbt forth, then draws the danger'riekr, 
On every fide the gathering winds appear, 
And blafts deftroy that fruit, which frofls would fpare 
5flf now^hew vigour an4 new \ife it kaqws, * 
And warmth that from this royal prefence flows. 

O would flie fhine with nqrs more frequent herel 
How gay would then this drooping land appear ! 
Then, Tike the fun, widi pleasure lie might vmw 
The fmiling earth, cloath'd by her beams anew, 
•O'er all the meacls, mould various flowers be'feen 
Mix'dwith the laurel's never-fading green, 
The new -creation of a gracious Queen, 
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E P J, I, O G V t ; 

At the Opening of die 
QUEERS THEATRE, IN THE H AY^RKET^ 

WITH AN ITALIAN TASTORAL. 

# " ' 

XTTHatever future fate our houfe may find, 

■ - At prefent^we e$ge£fc you fhouULbe kirjf; ^ 
Inconftency itfelf can claim no right, 
Before enjoyment and the ^ycdding»night. 
You muft be fix'd a little ere you range, 
You muft be true till you~have:tinae to «hakige v . > T 
A week, at leaft ; one night is fure too foon s 
Biit we pretend not to a honey-moon, ^ 

*Tq novelty we know you can be true, 
But what, alas ! or who, is always new ? 

This day, without prefumption, We pretend 
With novelty entire you 're entertain*d $ 
For not alone our houfe and fcenes are new, 
Our fong and dance, but ev*n our a£ors too. 
Our play itfelf has fomethihg in't uncommon, ' 

Two faithful lovers, and one conftant woman. 
In fwefet Italian drains our fhepherds ring, 
Of harmlefs loves our painted forefts ring*, 
In notes, perhaps, lefs foreign than the thing. 
To found ami mow at firft we make pretence, 
In time we may regale you with fbme ftnfe, ' 
But that, atprtfent, were too great txpence.' 
* * G * We 
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We only fear the beaux may think it hard, 
To be to-night from fmutty jefts debarr'd : 
But, in good-breeding, fure they '11 once excufe 
Ev'n modefty, when in a ftranger-mufe. 
The ( day |s at hand when we fhall fhift the fcene, 
And to yourfelves fhew your dear felves again : 
Paint the reverfe of what you *ve feen to-day. 
And in bold ftrokes the vicious town difplay. 

I R O L O G U E 

T O 

PYRMUS KING OF EPIRUS. 
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OUR age has much improv'd the warrior's art ; 
For fighting, now, is thought the weakeft part; 
And a good head, more ufeful than a heart. 
This way -of war does our example yield ; 
That ffege will win, which longeft keeps the field. 
We mean not battle, when we bid defiance ; 
But ftarving one another to compliance. 
Our troops encamp'd are by each other view'd s 
And thofe which firft are hungry, are fubdued. 
And there, in truth, depends the great decifioa t 
They conquer, who cut oflf the foes' provifion. 
Let fools with knocks and bruifes keep a pother. 
Our war and trade is to outwit each other ; 
But, hold : will not the politicians tell us, 
That tah our. cgnduft mi pui forefight fail ui j 



DUOLOGUE. tf 

To raife recruits, and draw new forces down ; 
Thus, in the dead vacation of the town, 
To mufter up our rhymes, without our reafbn* 
And .forage for an audience out of feafott ? 
Our author's fears muft this falfe ftep excufej 
>Tis the firft flight of a juft-feather'd Mufe : 
Th* occauon ta'en, when critics are away j 
Half wits and beaux, thofe ravenous birds of prey. 
But, heaven be prais'd, far hence they vent their wrathj 
Mauling, in mild lampoon, th' intriguing Bath. 
Thus does our author his firft flight commence ; 
Thus, againft friends at firft, with foils we fences 
Thus prudent Gimcrack try'd if he were able 
(Ere he'd wet foot) to fwim upon a tabic. 
Then fpare the youth j ori if you'll damn the play» 
Let him but firft have his, then take your day. 

EP I L O GU E 

T O 

O R O O N O K O. 

"VT O U fee we try all ftapes, and ihifts and arts, 
■*■ To tempt your favours, and regain your hearts* 
We. weep, and laugh, join mirth and grief together, 
Like rain and funfliine mix'd, in April weather. 
Your different taftes divide our poet's cares : 
One foot the fock, V other the buikin wears : 

G i Thui 



Thus whik'be Arras t6 pieafe,- lie's forctt to do*»t> 

Like Volfcius, hip-hop, in a tingle- boot. 

Cnticks, Jie knows, for thit may damn his; books r 

But he makes' feafts for friends, and not for cooks* 

Though erf ant-knights of late' no favour find, 

Sure you will be to ladl<{s*errarit kind. 

To follow fame, knights-etran* make proreifiaii : 

We damfels fly, to iave our reputation : 

Sq*they, their valour lkow ; we, our difcrerioa. 

To lands of monfters and fierce beafts they go : 

We to tbpfe iflands where rich hii&aads ^ow : 

Though they 're no monitors,, we may make them fb. a 

If they're of Eaglifh growth, they '11 bear 't with 

patience 9 
Buj^five Us from a* fpoufe of Oroonoko's nations ! 
Then blefs your ftars, you happy London* wives, 
Who love at large, each day, yet keep your lives : 
Nor envy poor Imoinda's doating blindnefs, 
Who thought her hufband* kill'd her out of kindnefs. 
Death with a hulband ne'er,had fhewn fuch charms, 
Had ihe once died within a lover's arms. 
Her error was from jgnorajice ppocecdi^g : - 
Poor foul I ihe wanted fome of our town-breeding ! 
Forgive this Iadian's foadnefs of her (jpoufe j 
Thejr law no christian liberty allows : 
AlasJ riaey snake a confluence of their vows ! 
If virtue in a heathen be a fault j 
Then damn the heathen fchool where ihe was taught. 
She might have learned to cuckold, jilt, and Jhara* I 

H#d€oY«nt«Gaidcn been in Surinam. 
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.. ■ T O T H E 

HUSBAND HIS OWN CUCKOLD. 
A COMEDY, WRITTEN BY MR. J.DRYDEN, JUtf. 

THIS year has been remarkable* two ways, 
For blooming poets, and for blafted plays :, 
iy e We been by much 1 appearing plenty mock'd,. 
At oiwe both tantalised and Qvfcr-ftock'd.. 
Our authors too, by than; foceefs of laje* 
Begin to think thirdhdays are out of date. 
What can the caufe be, that our plays won't keep, 
TJnlefs they have a rot &me years like (beep ? 
For our parts, we confefs, we 're qujte afliara'd* 
To read fuch weekly biHs of poets damn'd. 
Each parifli knows 'tis but a mournful cafe 
When thriftenings fall', and funerals increase 
Thus 'tis, and thus 'twill be'when we are. dead, 
There will be writers which will 1 ne'er be read . 
Why will you be fuch wits, and writs fuch things ? 
You 're willing to be wafps, but want the fttngs. 
IJet not your fpleen provoke you to that height; 
'Gdslife you don't know what you do, firs, when yoi#» 

!.. write. 
You '11 find that Pegafus has tricks, when try'd^ V 
Though you make nothing on 't, but up and ride j fe* 
Ladies and all, I'faith, now get aftride*. J 

^^ G4 z Con- 
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Contriving chara&ers, and fccnes, and plots, 
Ii grown as common now, as knitttag kngts : 
With the lame eafe, and negligence of thought, 
The charming play is writ, and fringe n wrought. 
Though this be frightful, yet we *re more afraid, 
'When ladies leave, that beaux will take the trade s 
.Thus far J tis well enough, if here 'twould flop. 
But fhould they write, we muft e'en flrat up fhop. 
How {hall we make this mode of writing fink ? 
A mode, laid I ? 'tis a difeafe, I think, 
A ftubborn tetter that *« not cur'd with ink. 
For frill it ipreads, 'till each th' infection takes. 
And feizes ten, for one that it forfakes. 
Our play to-day is fprung from none of thefe; 
Koil fhould you damn it, though it does not please; 
Since bom without the bounds of your four feas 
For if you grant no favour as tis new, 
Yet as a ftranger, there is fomething due ? 
From Rome (to try its fate) tins play was fent ; 
Start not at Rome ! for there's no popery meant; 
Though there the poet may his dwelling chuie, 
Yet frill he knows his country claims his Mule. 
Hither an offering his firft-bom he fends, 
Wbofe good, or ill fuccefs, on you depends. 
Yet he has hope fome kindnefs may befhown, 
As due to greater merit than his own, 
And begs the fire may for the fon atone. 
There 's his laft refuge, if the play dont take, 
Yet fpare young Dryden for his father's fake. 
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AVERY GOOD WIFS, 

A COMEDY, BY POWELL. 

SPOKEN BY MR. HAINES. 

TTERE 's a young fellow here— an a£tor— Powell—. 
**■ -*• One whofe perfon, perhaps, you all may know well f 
And he has writ a play — this very play 
Which you are all come here to fee, to-day j 
And fo, it being an ufual thing, to fpeak 
Something or other, for the author's fake, 
Before the play (in hopes to make it take) 
I 'm come, being his friend and fellow-player, 
'JTo fay what (if you pleafe) you 're like to hear. 
Firft know, that favour which Pd fain have fliown, 
I aflt not for, in his name, but my own j 
For, without vanity, I 'm better known. 
Mean time then, let me beg you would forbear 
Your cat-calls, ,and the inftruments of war* 
For mercy, mercy, at your feet we fall, 
Before your roaring gods deftroy us all ! 
I '11 (peak with words fweet as difHlling honey, 
With words-— as if I meant to borrow money ; 

JFair, 
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Fair, gentle firs, mod foft alluring beaux, 
TJjJhk 't&a lady, that for pi$y fues t * ' -.- 

Bright ladies — but to gain the ladies grace,. 
I think I need no more thai* fliew my face. 
Next then, you authors, be not you fevere ; 
tWtiy, what a fwarm of fcribbl'ers have we here \ 
One, two, three, four, five, fix, feven> eight, nine, ten> 
Air in one row, and brothers of the pen. 
AJJ would, be, poets j well, your favour's due 
To this day's author, for he 's one of you. 
Among the few which are of noted fame, 
1 'm fafe ; for I royfelf am one of therm 
You 've feen me fmoak at Will's among the wits ; * <* 
I'm witty too, as they are— that *s fty fits. 
Now, you, our city friends, who hither come 
By three o'clock, to make fure elbow-room : 
tyhile fpoufe, tuckt-up, does in her pattens trudge it, 
With handkerchief of prog, like trull with budget, 
And here, by turns, you ear, plumb-cake and judge it; 
Pray be you kind, let me your grace importune, 
Cfc elfe— egad, I '11 tell you all your fortune. 
Well now, I have but one thing more to fay, 
Aid that 's in reference to ourtnird day j 
An odd requeft— may be yQu '11 think it fo ; 
Pray come, whether you like the play or no : 
And if you '11 ftay, we mail be glad to fee you, 
If not— leave your half-crowns, and peace be wi' you J- 

11 * PRO- 



:J 



t 9t 1 > - 

r 

$ROLOGTJ& 

To the Court on tfce 
QUEEN'S BIRTH-DAT, 1704?. 

TH £ happy Mtofe, to this high fcend prefer*4* 
Hereafter fhall in loftier ftrains be hea*d z 
And, foaring to tranfcejid her ufual therne^ 
Shall ring of virtue and heroic fame*. 
No longer (ftall ihe toil upon the ftage r 
And fruitlefs war with vice and .fotty wage > 
No move in mean di%ui(e fhe ihall appear* 
And ihapes (he would* reform be fore'd to» wear t 
While ignorance and malice join to blame, 
AimI break the mirror that refle€fe thefr ifcame* • A 

henceforth he fhall purfue a nobler taik,. 
Shew her bright virgin face, and fcorn the Satyr's mafk* 
Happy her future days ! which are defign'd 
Alone to paint the beauties of the mind. 
By juft originals to draw with care. 
And copy from the court a faultlefs fair r 
Such labours with fuccefs her hopes may crown,. 
And fhame to manners an incorrigible town. 

While this defign her eager thoughts purfues, 
Such various virtues all around fhe views, 
She knows not where to fix, or which to ehufe. 
Yet, ftill ambitious of the daring flight, 
QH& Wfy awes her with fuperior light. 

Fro» 
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9* CONGREVE'S PGEM9* 
From that attempt the confeious Muie retires, 
Nor to mimitab]& worth aipires :. 
Bat fecredy applauds, and filerstly admires* 

Hence ihe reflets upon the genial ray 
That firft enlivenM this aufpicious day : 
On that bright liar,- to whofe indulgent power 
We owe the bleflings of the prefent hour. 
Concurring omens' of propitious late 
Bore, with one fecred birth, an equal date $ 
Whence we derive whatever we poffefs, 
By foreign conqueft, or domeftic peace. 

Then, Britain, then thy dawn of blifs begun : 
Then broke the mom that lighted-up this fun ! 
Then was it doom'd whofe councils ftiould fucceed \ 
.And by whofe arm the chriftian world be freed ; 
Then the fierce foe was pre-ordain'd to yield, 
And then ihe battle won at Blenheim's glorious jfeld 
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T K A R ' * . 

• F 

AMARYLLIS FOR AMYNTAS.; 

A PASTORAL, 

Lamenting the Death of tbe 

LATE LORD MARQUIS OP BLAKDFORD. 

tnfcribed to the Right Hon. the Lord GoDOLPHltf, 
Lord High-Treafurer of England. 

" Qualis populea moerens Philomela fuh umhra 

«* Amiflbs queritur foetus — 

*< __ __^_— — miferabile Carmen 

«« Integrat, & mceftis late loca quefcibus implet/* 

VlRG. Gcor. 4, * 

»rn WAS at the time, when new-returning light 
X With welcome rays begins to chear the fight | 
When grateful birds prepare their thanks to pay, 
And warble hymns to hail the dawning day ; 
When woolly flocks their bleating cries renew, 
And from their fleecy fides firft fhake the filver dew. 

'Twas then that Amaryllis, heavenly fair, 
Wouuded with grief, and wild with her defpair, 

1 Foriooh 
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Forfook her myrtle bower and rofy bed, 

To tell the winds her woes, and mourn Amyntas dead. 

Who had a heart fb hard, that heard her cries 

And 4|d not weq> ? who fach relentRfs eyes ? 

Tigers and wolves their wonted rage forego, 

And dumb diftrefs and new companion mow j 

As caught by her to tafte of human woe. 

Nature herTelf attentive iiience k«!j>t, 

And motion feem'd futpended while fhe wept ; 

The riling fun reftrain'd his fiery courfe, 

And rapid rivers KftWd at their fource ; ; 

Ev'n Echo fear'd to «atch the flying found, 

Left repetition' fliouldher "accents drown j 

The very morning-wind with-held his breeze, 

iJor fann'd with fragrant wings the noifeiefs trees 5 

As if the gentle Zephyr had been dead, 

And in. the grave with lov'd Amyntas laid. 

Ho noife, no whifpering figh, no murmuring groan, 

Prefum'd to mingle with a mother's moan ; 

Her cries alone her anguilh could exprefs, 

All other mourning would have made it lefs» 

' " Hear me," fhe cried, " ye nymphs and fylvan gods, 
41 Inhabitants of thefe once-lov d abodes ; * 

" Hear my diftrefs, and lend a pitying ear, 
" Hear my complaint — you would not hear my prayer j " 
" The lofs which you 'preventtd not, deplore, 
" And mourn with me Amyntas now no more. 

'♦Have I not caufe, ye cruel powers, to mourn ? 
" Lives there like me another wretch forlorn ; 

4 . . .. "TfcUV 



THE TEARS OF AMA.RY.LL*S. 9$ 
tl Tell me, thou fun that round the world deft (hincj 
" Haft thou beheld another lofs like mine ? 
" ;Ye winds. Who on jour wings fad accents bear, 
" And catch die founds 6f forrow and defpair, 
" Tell rhe if e'er your tender pinions bore 
44 Such weight Sf woe, fuch deadly fighs, before ? 
" Tell me^ thou earth, on whofe wide-fpreading baft 
" The wretched load is kid of human race, 
" Doft thou not fed thyfelf with me Opprcft ? 
" Lie all the dead fo heavy on thy breaft ? 
** When hoary winter on thy Shrinking head 
" His icy, cold, depremhg hand has laid, 
" Haft thou npt felt lefs crrillnefs in thy veins ? 
■" Do I not pierce thee jvrith more freezing pains ? 
■*' But why to thee do I relate my woe, 
" Thou cruel earth, my moft remorfelefs foe, 
*' Within whole darkfome womb the grave is made^ 
*' Where. all my joys are with Amyntas laid? 
*' What is *t to me, -though on thy naked head ^ 
44 Eternal -winter {houid his horror fixed, 
"^Though all thy nerves are numb'd with endlefs frofi^ 
** And all thy hopes of future fpring were loft ? 
" To me what comfort can the fpring afford ? 
" Can; my Amyntas be with fpring reftorM ? 
" Can all the rains that fall from weeping Ikies, 
"Jtfniock the tomb where my Amyntas lies ? 
•** No, never ! 'never ! — Say then,- rigid earth, 
4 What is to me thy everlafting dearth ? 
u Though never flower again its head mould rear| 
*« Though jwer tree again ihould bloiTom bear, 
iv * *» ' « Though 
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44 Though never graft {herald cloath the naked ground, 

** Nor ever healing plant or wholfome herb be found. 

41 None, none were found when I bewail'd their want ; 

44 Nor wholfome herb was found, nor healing plant, 

44 To eafe A'myntas of his cruel pains, 

44 In vain I fearch'd the valleys, bills and plains ; 

4i But witherM leaves alone appearM to view, 

44 Or poifonous weeds diftilling deadly dew. 

44 And if fome naked (talk, not quite decay 'd, 

44 To yield a frefh and friendly bud effay'd, 

44 Soon as I reach'd to crop the tender fhoot, 

44 A fhrieking mandrake kill'd it at the root. 

44 Witnefs to this, ye fawns of every wood, 

44 Who at the prodigy aftonifiVd flood. 

44 Well I remember what fad figns ye made, 

•* What mowers of unavailing tears ye (lied ; 

44 How each ran fearful to his mofiy cave, 

44 When the lad gafp the dear Amyntas gave. 

44 For then the air was fill'd with dreadful cries, 

44 And fudden night o'erfpread the darken'd ikies ; 

" Phantoms, and fiends, and wandering fires appeared, 

44 And fcreams of ill-prefaging birds were heard. 

•' The foreft fhook, and flinty rocks were cleft, 

44 And frighted ftreams their wonted channels left ; 

** With frantic grief o'erflowing fruitful ground, 

44 Where many a herd and harmlefs fwain was drown'd j 

44 While I forlorn and defolate was left, 

44 Of every help, of every hope bereft j 

44 To every element expos'd I lay, 

44 And to my griefs a more defcncelefs prey* 

"Fo* 
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«* For thee, Amyntas, all thefe pains were borne, 
" For thee thefe hands were wrung, thefe hairs were torn; 
" For thee my foul to figh fball never leave, 
" Thefe eyes to weep, this throbbing heart to heave. 
" To mourn thy fall, I il fly the hated light, 
"And hide my head in (hades of endleft night : 
« For thou wert light, and life, and health to me ; 
" The fun but tbanklefs lhines that fhews not thee. 
4t Wert thou not lovely, graceful, good, and young ? 
" The joy of fight, the talk of every tongue i 
41 Did ever branch fo fweet a blofibm bear ? 
44 Or ever early fruit appear fo fair ? 
" Did ever youth fo far his years tranfeend ? 
" Did ever life fo immaturely end ? 
" For thee the tuneful fwains provided lays, 
44 And every Mufe prepar'd thy future praife. 
" For thee the bufy nymph ftripp'd every grove, 
41 And myrtle wreaths and flowery chaplets wove. 
41 But now, ah difmal change ! the tuneful throng 
44 To loud lamentings turn the chearful fbng, 
4i Their pi cafing tafk the weeping virgins leave, 
41 And with unfiniih'd garland* ftrew thy grave. 
44 There let me fall, there, there lamenting- lie, 
44 There grieving grow to earth, defpair, and die." 

This laid, her loud complaint of force fhe ceas'd, 
Excefs of grief her faultering fpeech fupprefs'd. 
Along the ground her colder limbs fhe laid, 
Where' late the grave was for Amyntas made j 
Then from her fwimming eyes began to pour 
Of foftly-falling rain a filver^ fhowcr j 

H Hex 
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Her loofely-flowing hair, all radiant bright, 
0*er-fpread the dewy grafs like (beams of light : 
As if the fun had of his beams been fhom, 
And caft to earth the glories he had worn. 
A fight fo lovely fad, fuch deep diftrefs,- 
No tongue can tell, no pencil can exprefs. 

And now the winds, which had fo long been (till, 
Began the fwelling air with fighs to fill : 
The water-nymphs, who motionlefs remain'd, 
Like images of ice, while fhe complain'd, 
Now loos' d their ftreams ; as when defcending rains 
Roll the deep torrents headlong o'er the plains. 
The prone creation, who fo long had gaz'd, 
Charm'd with her cries, and at her griefs amaz'd, 
Began to roar and howl with horrid yell, 
Difmal to hear, and terrible to tell ; 
Nothing but groans and fighs were heard around, 
And Echo multiplied each mournful found. 

When all at once an univerfal paufe 
Of grief was made, as from fome fecret caufe. 
The balmy air with fragrant fcents was fill'd, 
As if each weeping tree had gums diftill'd. 
Such, if not fweeter, "was the rich perfume 
Which fwift afcended from* Amyntas* tomb : 
As if th' Arabian bird her neft had fir'd, f 

And on the fpicy pile were now expir'd. 

And now the turf, which late was naked (een, 
Was fudden Jpread with lively-fpringing green ; 
And Amarillis faw, with wondering eyes, 
A flowery bed, where fhe had wept, axife ; % 

Thick 
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Thick as the pearly drops the fair had fhed, 
*3fhe blowing buds advane'd thqir purple head j 
From every tear that fell, a violet grew, 
And thence their fweetnefs came, and thence their 
mournful "hut. 
Remember this, ye nymphs and gentle maids, 
^Vhen folitude ye feek in gloomy fhades ; 
Or walk on banks where filent waters flow, 
For there this lonely flower will love to grow. 
Think on Amyntas, oft as ye lhall ftoop 
To crop the ftalks and take them foftly up. 
When in your fnowy necks their iweets you wear, 
Give a (oft (igh, and drop a tender tear : 
To tov'd Amyntas pay the tribute due, 
And blefs his peaceful grave, where firft thty grew. 

TO CYNTHI.A, 
WEEPING, AND NOT SPEAKING, 

EL EG Y. 

^T7"HY are thole hours, which Heaven in pity lent 

*Y To longing love, in fruitlefs forrow (pent ? 
Why fighs my fair ? why does that bofom move 
With any paflion ftirr'd, but rifing love ? 
Can Difcootent find place within that bread, 
On whofe foft pillows ev'n Defpair might reft ? 

Hi Divide 
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Divide thy wdcs, and girc me my fad part* ,*• 

I am no ftranger to an ailing heart ; 

Too well I know the forcie.ef inward grief, .. 

And well can bear it to give you grelief : % 

All Love's fevereft pangs I can ensure ? 

I can bear pain, though hopelefs of a cure. 

I know what 'tis to weep, aajd ugh, ^nd pray, 

To wake all night, yet dre^the bicaking dayj 

I know what 'tis to wiih, and hope, and all in vain, 

And meet, for humble Love* unkind Difdain ; 

Anger and Hate I have been forc*d to bear, 

Nay, Jealoufy — and I have felt Defpair. 

Thefe pains for you I have been forcjd to prove, 

For cruel you, when I began to love. 

Till warm. Cdtnpaflion took at length my part, 

And melted to my wifli your yielding heart. 

O the dear hour, in which you did refign I 

When roundrny neck your willing arms did twine* 

And, in a kifs, you faid your heait was mine. 

Through each returning year may that hour be 

Diftinguifh'd in the rounds of all eternity j 

Gay be die fun that hour in all his light, 

Let him colleft the day to be more bright, 

Shine all that hour, and let the reft be night. * - 

And fhall I all this heaven of blifs receive 

From you, yet not lament to fee you grieve ! 

Shall I, who nourifh'd in my breaft defire, 

When your cold fcorn and frowns forbic} the fire*; 

Now when a mutual flameyou have reveal'd^ 

And the dear union of our fouls is teal'd, 

When 



} 
3 



TO-CtN'TBtA. toi 

When all my joys* complete in you I find, 
Shall I not fhare the forrows of your mind > 
O tell me, tell me ail— whence doe« arife 
This flood of tears > whence are thcie frequent nghs * 
Why does that lovely head, like a fair flower 
Opprefs'd with drops of a hard-falling mower, 
Bend with its weight of grief, and feem to grow 
Downward to earth, and kifs the root of woe > 
Lean on my breaft, and let mo*fold thee faft,. 
Lock'd in thefe aims, think all thy forrows pari ; 
Or what remain think lighter made by me ; 
So I mould think, were I Co held by thee. 
Murmur thy plaints, and gently wound my ears ; 
Sigh on my lip, and let me drink thy tears ; 
Join to my cheek thy cold and dewy face, 
And let pale grief to glowing love give place, 

fpeak— for wocjn fileBce moft appears ; 
Speak, ere my fancy magnify my fears. 

Is there a caufe, which words can not exprefs \ 
Can I not bear a part, nor make it lefs ? 

1 know not what to think— -am I in fault \ 

I have not, to my knowledge, err'd in thought, 
Nor wander'd from my love ; nor would I be 
Lo*d of the world, to live depriv'd of thee. 
You weep afrefli, and at that word" you ftart ! 
Am I to be depriv'd then ? — muft we part ? 
Curfe on that word fo ready to be fpoke, 
For through my lips, unmeant by mej it broke. 
Oh no, we muft not, will not, can not part, 
And my tongue talks, unprompted by my heart. 

H* Yet 
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Yet (peak, for my diftra&ion grows aftece, 
And racking fears and reftlefs doubts increafe ; 
Anjl fears and doubts to jealoufy will turn, 
The horteft hell, in which a heart can burn. 

A M O R £ T. 



TJ* A IR Amoret is gone aftray ;. 
■** Purfue and feek her, every lover; 
I '11 tell the figns, by which you may 
The wandering fhepherdefs difcover. 

n. 

Coquet and coy at once her air, 

Both ftudy'd, though both feem negle&ed ; 
Carelefs fixe is with artful care, * 

Affe&ing to feem unaffected* 

III. 

With ikill her eyes dart every glance, * t 

Yet change /ofoon you *d ne'er fufpecl: therai 
For ihe M perfuade they wound by chance, 

Though certain aim and art direct them. 
IV. 
She likes herfelf,«yet others hates . 

For that which in herfelf ihe prizes ; 
And, while Ihe laughs at them, forgets 

She is the thing that ihe defpifes. , r 
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WHEN Lefbia firftl faw fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes To bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durft fo high afpire, 
As bold as his who fnatch'd cceleftial fire. 
But foon as e'er the beauteous idiot fpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke, 
Like balm the trickling nonfenfe heal'd my wound. 
And what her eyes enthrall'd her tongue unbound* 

DORIS*. 

DjbRI Sj a nymph of riper age, 
Has every grace and an, 
A wife obferver to engage, 

Or wound a heedlcfs heart. 
Of native blufh, and $>fy dye, 

Time has her cheek bereft ,- 
Which makes the prudeft ^ymph fuppiy 

With paint th' injurious theft. 
Her fparkttngeyes £he ftill retains, 
• And teeth in good repair j 
And her well-furniih'd front difdains 

To grace-with borrgw'd hair. 
df fue, flie is nor lhoit, nor tall, 

And dtts to fa| incline 
Uo more, than what the French would call 

AxmabU Embonpoiqf. 
* » H$ Farther, 
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Farther, her perfon to difclofc 

I leave— kt it fuffice,' 
She has few faults, but what (he knows, 

And can with (kill difguifc. 
She* many lovers has refused, 

With many more comply'd ; 
Which, like her cloaths, when little us'd, 

She always lays afide. 
She 's one, who looks with great contempt 

On each affected creature, 
Whofe nicety would feem exempt 

From appetites of nature. 

She thinks they want or health or fenfe, 

Who want an inclination ; 
And therefore never takes offence 

At him who^ pleads his paflion. 
Whom (he refufes, (be treats ftill 

With (b much fweet behaviour* 
That her refufal, through hor (kill, 

Looks almoft like a favour ¥ 

Since me this fbftnefs can exprefs < 

To thofe whom (he rejecls, 
She muft be very fond, you *11 guefs, 

Of fuch whom (he affects : 
But here our Doris far outgoes, 

All that her fex have done ; 
She no regard for cuftom knows, * 

Which reafon bids her. (hum 
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" By reafon her own reafon 's meant, 

Or, if you pleafe, her will : * 
For, when this laft is difcdntent, 

The firft is ferv'd but iH. 
Peculiar therefore is her way j * . 

Whether by "Nature taught, 
I (hall not undertake to fay, 
t Or by Experience bought. 
But who o'er night obtain'd her grace, 

She can next day difbwn, 
And ftare upon the ftrange man's face, 

As one (he ne'er had known. 
So \\$pll (he can the truth difguife, 

Such artful wonder frame, .* 
The lover or diftrufh his eyes, 

Or thinks 'twas all a dream. 

Some cenfure this as lewd and low, 

a w 

. Who are to bounty blind 5 
For to forget what we beftow , 
Befpeaks a noble mind. Jfc 

Doris our thanks nor aiks, hor needs : 

For all her favours done » * 

From her love flows, as light proceeds . * 

Spontaneous from the fun. 
On one or other dill her fires 

Difplay their genial force ; 
And fhc, like Sol, alone retires, 

To (nine «lfewhere of courfe. 

* 3 TO 
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to Sleep. 

EJ.EGY. 

* ^ * 

O Sleep ! thou flatterer of happy minds, 
How foon a troubled breaft thy falfehood finds ! 
Thou common friend, officioirt in thy aid, 
Where no diftrefs is (hown, nor want betray'd : 
But oh, how (wift, how fure thou art to (hun 
The wretch, by fortune or by love undone !- 
Whdfce are thy gentle dews, thy fofter pdwers, 
"Which us'd to wait upon my midnight hours > 
Why doft thou ceafe^hy hovering wings to fpread, 
With friendly (hade around my reftlefs bed ? 
Can no complainings thy companion move ? 
Is thy antipathy fo ftrong to love I 4 
O no ! thou art the profperous lover's friend, 
And doft uncall'ii his pleafing toils attend. , 
With equal kindnefs, and with rival charms, 
Thy (lumbers luty him in ma fair-one's arms ; 
Or from her bofom he to thine retires, 
Where*Tooth'd whh ea(e the* panting youth relpires, 
Till foft repofeireftore his drooping fenfe, 
And Rapture is reliev'd by Indolence. 
But oh, whatfortunedoes die lover bear, f 
Forlorn by thee, and haunted by Defpair ! 
From racking thoughts by no kind (lumber freed, 
But painful nights his joylefs days Aicceed. . 

But 
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But why, dull god, do I of thee complain ? 
Thou didft not eaufe, ndr oanft thou eaie my pain. 
- Forgive what my diftra&ing grief has faid $ 
I own, unjuftly I thy floth upbraid. 
For oft I have thy proffered aid repell'd, 
And my relu&ant eyes from reft with-heJd ; 
Implor'd the Mute to break thy gentle chains. 
And fung with Philomel my rijfghtly drains. 
With her I fing, but ceafe not with her fong, 
For more enduring woes my days prolong. 
TJie morning lark to mine accords his note, 
And tunes* to my diilrefs Jiis warbling throat : 
Each fettiftg and each riling fun I mourn, 

t Wailing alike his ablence and return. 

And all for thee— what had I well-nigh laid ? 
Lei me not name thee, thou too-charming maid ! 
No — as tbcwing'd muficians of the grove, 
Th* aflbda'tcs of my melody and love, 
In moving .found alone relate their pain, 
^.nd not with voice articulate complain ; 
So fhall my Mufe my tuneful fbrrdws ling, 
And lofc in air her name from whom they fpring. 
O may no wakeful thowghtsjhec mind moleft. 
Soft be her lumbers, and fincere her reft : 
' For her, O Sleep, thy balmy fweets prepare* 5 

« The peace I lofe for her, tojier transfer. 

Hufh'd as the falling dew|, whofe noifelefs fhowers 
Impefle the folded leaves of evening flowers, 
. Steal on he? brow \ and asjhofe dews attend, 
' 'TMl warn'd by waking day to re-afcend, 
* 1 * S» 
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So wait thou for her "morn ; then, gently rife, 
And to the world refine the, day-break of her eyes. 

TO SIR GODFREY KNELLEk, 
OCCASIONED BY L Y *s PICTURE. 

T Yield, O Kneller, to fuperior fldll, 
•*• Thy pencil triumphs o'er the Poet's quill : 
If yet my vanquifiVd Mule exert her lays, .' 
It is no more to rival thee, hut praife. 

Oft have I try'd, with unavailing care, - 
To trace fbme image of the much-lov'd fair; 
But ftill my numbers ineffectual prov'd, 
And rather (bew'd how n\uch, than whom, I lov'd : % 
But thy unerring hands, with matchlefs art, 
Have fliewn my "eyes th' imprefEon in my heart* ^ 

The bright idea both exifte and lives, 
Such vital heat thy genial pencil gives : ** / - 

Whofe daring point, not to the face confin'd, 
Can penetrate the heart and paint the mind. 
Others fome faint refemblance may exprefs, 
Which, as 'tis drawn by chance, we find by guefe. 
Thy pi&ures nu'fe no doubts ; when brought* o view/ 
At once they 're known, and feem to know us too. 
Traafcendant artift ! how compleat thy Arill ! 
•Thy power to aft is equal to th^ will. ^ 

Nature and art in thee alike contend, 
Not to oppofe each other, but oefrlend : ^ 

For 
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For what thy fancy has with fire dcGgn'd, 

Is by thy fkill both temper' d and refin'd. 

As in thy pictures light confents with (bade,. 

And each to other is lubfervient made j 

Judgement and genius fo concur in thee, 

And both unite in perfect harmony. 
But after-days, my friend, muft do thee right, 

And fet thy virtues in unenvy'd light. 

Fame due to vaft defert is kept ia ftore, 

Unpay'd, till the deferver is no more. 

Yet thou, in prefent, the bell part haft gain'd, 

And from the chofen few applaufe o,btain'd : 
^Ev'n he whobeft could judge, and beft could praife^ 

Has high extoli'd thee in his deathlefs.lays | 

Ev'n Dryden has immortaliz'd thy name ; 
♦Let that alone fuffice thee, think that fame. 

Unfit I follow where he led the way, 

And court applaufe by what I feem to pay. 

Myfelf I praife, wjiile I thy praife intend,. 

* For 'tis fome virtue, virtue to commend $ . 
And next to deeds which our own honour raife, * 
Is to difiinguifh them who merit praife. 

* * * 

TO A CANDLE. 

>* E L EG ,Y. 

THOU watchful taper, by whofe filent light 
I lonely pafs the melancholy night ; •: 
Thou faithful witnefs of my fecret pain, 

* ITo whom alone I venture to complain \ *. - 
fc • Olearn 
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O learn with mc, my hopelefs love to moan j 
Commiferate a life fb like thy own. 
Like thine, my flames to my deftru&ion turn, 
Wafting that heart by which fupply'd they burn. 
Like thine, myjoy and fuffering they duplay » 
At once are figns of life, and fyraj>t6ms of decay. 
And as tliy fearful flames the day decline, 
And only during night prefume to mine ; 
Their humble rays not daVirig to afpire 
Before the fun, the fountain of their fire <<• 
So mine, With confcious fhame, and equal awe, 
To (hades obfcure and (blitude withdraw ; 
Nor dare their light before her eyes difclofe, 
From whofe brighfcbeams their being firft arofe. 
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OVID'S THIRD BOOK 

OF THE 

ART OF LOVE. 

S 4 

TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISI* VERSE. 
WHEREIN 

He recommends the Rules and Inftru&ions to the 
Fair Sex, in the Cgndu& of their Amours: 
After having already compofed Two Books fbj: 
the Ufe of Men upqn the fame Subjecl. 

HP HE rAen are arm'd, and for the fight prepare ; 
•*- And now we muft inftruct and arm the fair. 
Both ftxes, well appointed, take the field, 
And mighty Love determine which (hall yield. 
Man were ignoble, when thus arra'd, to (how 
Unequal force againft a naked foe: 
No glory from fuch conqueft can be gain'd, 
And odds-are always by the brave difdain'd. * 

But fome exclaim, " What frenzy rules your mind? 
" Would you increafe the craft of woman-kind ! 
u Teach them new wiles and arts I As well you. may 
u Inftract a make to bite, or wolf to prey.?' 
But, fure, too hard a cenfure they'pur&ie, 
Who charge on all the failings of a few. 

Examine 
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Examine firft impartially each fair, 

Then, as (he merits, or condemn, or fpare. 

If Menelaus> and the king of men, 

With juftice of their fifter-wives complain ; 

If falfe Eriphyle forfook her faith, 

And for reward procur'd her hufband's death ; 

Penelope was loyal ftill, and chafte, 

Though twenty years her lord in abfence pafs'd. 

Reflect how Laodama's truth was try'd, 

Who, though in bloom of youth, and beauty's pridi 

To mare herhufband's fate, untimely dy'd. 

Think how Alcefte's piety was prov'd, 

Who loft her life to fave the man me lov'd. 

Receive me, Capaneus, Avldne cry'd j 

llor Death itfelf our nuptials fhall divide : " 

To join thy aflies, pleas'd I (hall expire*; * 

She fitid, and leap'd amid the funjsral fire. 

Virtue herfelf a goddefs we confefs, 

Both female in her name and in her drefs j 

No wonder then, if to her fex inclin'd, 

She cultivates with care a female mind* 

But thefe exalted fouls exceed the reach 

Of that foft art which I pretend to teach. 

My tender bark requires a gentle gale, 

A little wind* will fill alittle fail. 

Of Iportive Loves I ling, and mew what ways 

The willing nymph muft ufe her biifs to raife, 

And how to captivate the man (he'd pleafe. 

Woman is foft', and of a tender heart, * 

Apt to receive; and to retain, love's dart : 

Man 
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Man has a breaft robuft, and more fccune, 

It wounds him not fodeep, nor hits fofure. 

Men oft are falfe ; and, if you fearch with care, 

You '11 find lefs fraud imputed to the fair. 

The faithlefs Jafon from Medea fled, 

And made Creufa partner of his bed. 

Bright Ariadne, on an unknown more, 

Thy^abience, perjur'd Thefeus, did deplore. 

If then, the wild inhabitants of air 

Forbore her tender lovely limbs to tear, 

It was not owing, Thefeus, to thy care. 

Enquire the caufe, and letDemophoon tell, 

Why Phyllis by a fate untimely fell. 

Nine times, in vain, upon the promised day, 

She fought th* appointed ihore, and view'd the fca ; 

Her fall the fading trees confent to mourn, 

And ihed their leaves round her lamented urn. 

The prince fo far for piety renown'd, 
To thee, Eliza, was unfaithful found ; 
To thee forlorn and languifhing with grief, 
His fword alone he left, thy laft relief. 
Ye ruin'd nymphs, mail I the caufe impart 
Of all your woes ? 'Twas want of needful art. 
Love of itfelf, too quickly will expire ; 
But powerful Art perpetuates defire. 
Women had yet their ignorance bewail'd, 
Had not this art by Venus been reveaPd. 

Before my fight the Cyprian goddefs fhone, 
And thus ihe faid \ " What have poor women done ? 

I " Why 
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'* Why is that weak, defentelefs fex expos'd, 

** On every fide, by men well arm'd, inclos'd ? 

4< Twice are the men inftru&ed by the Mufe 

44 Nor muft (he now to teach the fex refufe. 

*' The Bard, who injnr'd Helen in his fong, 

** Recanted after, and redrefs'd the wrong. 

*' And you, if on my favour you depend, 

4t The carafe of women, while you live, defend.** 

This faid, a myrtle iprig, which berries bore 

She gave me (for a myrtle wreath ihe wore). 

The gift received, my fcnfe enlighten'd grew, 

And from her pretence mfpiration drew. 

Attend, ye nymphs, by wedlock unconfin'd, 

And hear my precepts, while ihe prompts my mind ; 

Ev*n now, in bloom of youth, and beauty's prime, 

Beware of coming age, nor wafte your time : 

Now, vJhrle you may, and ripening years invite. 

Enjoy the feafbnable, fweet delight : 

For rolling years, like ftealing waters, glide j 

Nor hope to (top their ever-ebbing tide : 

Think, nor hereafter will the lofs repay ; 

For every morrow will the tafte decay, 

And leave left relifh man the former day. 

I 've feen the time, when, on that witherM thorn, 

The blooming rofe vy'd with the bluflnng morn. 

With fragrant wreaths I thence have deck'd my head, 

And fee how leaflefs now, and how decay'd ! 

And you, who now the love-fick youth rcjett, 

Will prove, in age, what pains attend aegk£L 
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Node, then,. will profs 4ipon your midnight hotm, 
Nor wake, to ftrew your/ftreet with morning, flowers. 
Then nightly knockings at your door will ceafe, 
Whofe noifelefs hammer, then, may ruftin peace. 

Alas, howfoon a elear complexion fades ! 
How foon a wrinkled (kin plomp flefh invades ; 
And what avails it, though the fair-one fwear* 
She from her infancy had fome grey hairs ? 
She grows all hoary in a few more years, 
And then the venerable truth appears. 
The fnake his (kin, the deer his horns may Caft, 
And both renew their youth and vigours paft : 
But^no receipt can human-kind relieve, 
Doom'd to decrepit age without reprieve. 
Then crop the flower which yet invites your eye, 
And which, ungather'd, on its ftalk muft die. 
lkfidesy the tender fex is form'd to bear, 
And frequent births too foon will youth impair : 
Continual harveft wears the fruitful field, 
A nd earth itfelf decays too often till'd. 
Thoudidft not, Cynthia, fcorn the Latmian fwain| 
Nor thou, Aurora, Cephaks difdain ; 
The Paphian queen, who, for Adonis' fate 
So deeply moum'd, and who laments him yet, 
Has not been found inexorable fiace ; 
WitncfsHarmonia, and the Dardan prince. 
Then take, example, mortals, from above, 
And like immortals live, and like them love. 
Refufe not thofe delights, which men require, 
Nor let your lovers languifh with defirc. ' 

I a Falfc 
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Falfe though they prove, what lofs can you fuftaiat 

Thence let a thoufand take, 'twill all remain. 

Though conftant ufe ev'n flint and fteel impairs, 

What. you employ no diminution fears. 

Who would, to light a torch, their torch deny ? 

Or who can dread drinking an ocean dry ? 

Still women lofe, you cry, if men obtain ; 

What do they lofe, that 's worthy to retain ? 

Think not this faid to proftitute the fex, 

But undeceive whom neediefs fears perplex. 
Thus far a gentle breeze fupplies our fail, 

Now launch'd to fea, we afk a brifker gale. 

And, firft, we treat of drefs. The well-drefs'd vine 

Produces plumpeft grapes, and richeft wine ; 
And plenteous crops of golden grain are found, 

Alone, to grace well-cultivated ground. 
Beauty *s the gift of gods, the fex's pride ! 
Yet to how many is that gift deny'd ? 
Art helps a face ; a face, though heavenly fair, 
May quickly fade for want of needful care. 
In aigcient days if women flighted drefs, 
Then men were ruder too, and lik'd it lefs. 
If He&ors fpoufe was clad in ftubborn fluff, 
A foldier's. wife became it well enough. 
Ajax, to fhield his ample breaft, provides 
Seven lufty bulls, and tans their fturdy hides ; 
And might not he d'ye think, be well carefs'd, 
And yet his wife not elegantly drefs 'd ? 
With rude fimplicity Rome firfl was built, 
Which now we fee adorn'd, and carv'd, and gilt* 

* . This 



OVID IMITATED. ii 7 

Tbis capitol with that of old compare ; 

Some other Jove, you'd think, was worfhip'd there. 

That lofty pile, where fenates dictate law, 

When Tatius reign'd, was poorly thatch'd with ftraw i 

-And where Apollo's fane refulgent Hands, 

"Was heretofore a track of pafture-lands. 

Let ancient manners other men delight ; 

But me the modern pleafe, as more polite. 

Not that materials now in gold are wrought, 

And diftant mores for orient peark are foug'.t ; 

Nor for, that hills exhauft their marble veins, 

And ftructures rife whole bulk the fca reftrains ; 

But, that the world is civiliz'd of late, 

And poliuYd from the ruft of former date. 

Let not the nymph with pendants load her ear, 

Nor in embroidery, or brocade, appear; 

Too rich a drefs may fomctimes check defire \ , 

And clcanlinefs more animates love's fire. 

The hair difpos'd, may gain or lofe a grace, 

And much become, or mifbecome the face. 

What fuits your features, of your glafs enquire; 

For no one rule is fix'd for head-attire. 

A. face too long fhould part and flat the hair, 

Left, upward comb'd, the length too much appear : 

So Laodamia drefs'd. A face too round 

Should mow the ears, and with a tower be crown'd. 

On either moulder, one, her locks difplays ; 

Adorn'd like Phcebus, when he fmgs his lays : 

Another, all her trefies ties behind ; 

So drefs'd, Diana hunts the fearful hind* 

I 3 DKhevel'd 
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Diftievel'd locks raoft graceful are to fdme ; 

Others, tfee blading fillets more become : 

Some plait, like fpiral fhelis, their braided hair, 

Otrfers-, the lbole and waving curl prefer. 

But to recount the feveral dreflfes^wdrn, 

Which artfully each feveral face adorn, 

Were endlefs, as to tell the leaves on trees> 

The beafts on Alpine hills, or Hybla's bees. 

Many there are, who feem to flight all care, 

And with a pleafing negligence enihare; 

Whofe mornings oft in fuch a drefs are ipent, 

And all is ; art that looks like accident. 

With fuch diforder Iole was grac'd', 

When great Altides firft the nymph embrac'cL 

So Ariadne came to Bacchus' bed, 

When with the conqueror from Crete fhe fled. 

Nature, indulgent to the fex, repays 
The loffes they fuftain, by various ways. 
Men ill fupply thofe hairs they fhed in age, 
Loft, like autumnal leaves, when north-winds rage* 
Women, with juice of herbs, grey locks difguife, 
And Art gives colour which with Nature vies. 
The well-wove towers they wear, their own are thought 9 
But only are their own, as what they Ve bought. 
Nor need they blufli to buy heads ready drefs'd-, 
And chufe, at public fliops, what fuits them beft. 

Coftly apparel let the fair-one fly, 
Enrich'd with gold, or with the Tyrian dye. 
What folly muft in fuch expence appear, ' 
When more becoming colours are lets dear ?' 

6 One, 
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One, with a dye is ting'd of lovely blue ; 

Such as, through airferene, the Iky we view. 

With yeljjow luftre fee another fpread, 

As if the golden-fleece compos' d the thread. 

Some, of thafea-green wave the caft difplay ; 

With this the nymphs their beauteous forms array : 

And fome the feffron hue will well adorn ; 

Such is the mantle of the blufliing mora. 

Of myrtle-berrie6, one, the tin&ure {hows-; 

In this, of amethyfts, the purple grows, 

And, that, more imitates the paler rofe. 

Nor Thracian cranes forget, whofe filvery plumes 

Give patterns, which employ the mimic looms. 

Nor aknond, nor the chefnutdyedifclaim j 

Nor others, which from wax derive their name. 

As fields you find, with various flowers o'erfpread, 

When vineyards bud, and winter's froft is fled ; 

So various are the colours you may try, 

Of which, the thirfty wool imbibes *he dye, 

Try every one : what beft becomes you, wear* 

For no complexion all alike can bear. 

If fair the Ikin, bfeck may become it beft, 

In black the lovely rairBrifeis drefs'd : 

If brown the nymph, let her be cloath'd in whit*, 

Andromeda fo charmM the wondering fight. 

I need not warn you of too-powerful fmelU, 
Which, fometimes health, or kindly heat, expels. 
Nor, from your tender legs to pluck with care 
The cafuai growth of all unfeemly hair* 

I 4 Thougfa 
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Though not to nymphs of Caucafus I fing, 
Nor fuch who tafte remote the Myfian fpring; 
Yet, let me warn you, that, through no negledt, 
You let your teeth difclofe the leaft defedt. 
You know the ufe of white to make you fair, 
And how, with red, loft colour to repair; 
Imperfeft eye -brows you by art can mend, 
And fkin, when wanting, o'er a fear extend. 
Nor need the -fair-one be afham'd, who tries, 
By art, to add new luftre to her eyes, 

A little book I 'vc made, but with great care, 
How to preferve the face, and how repair. 
In that, the nymphs, by time or chance annoy'd, <• 
May fee, what pains to pleafe them I *ve employ 'd. 
But, (till beware, that from your lover's eye 
You keepconceaPd the medicines you apply : 
Though art affifts, yet muft that art be hid, 
Left, whom it would invite, it mould forbid. 
Who would not take offence, to fee a face 
All daub'd, and dripping with the melted greafe > 
And though your unguents bear th' Athenian name, 
The wool's unfavoury fcent is ftill the fame. 
Marrow of ftags, nor your pomatums try, 
Nor clean your furry teeth, when men are by j 
For many things, when done, afford delight, 
Which yet, while doing, may offend the fight. 
Ev ? n Myro's ftatues, which for ait furpafs 

AH others, once were but a lhapelefs mafsj 
Rude was that rold which now in rings is worn, 

" * once the robe you wear was wool unfhorn'. ■ 

Think, 
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Think* how that (lone rough in the quarry grew, 
Which, now, a perfect Venus fhews to view. 
While we fuppofe you fleep, repair your face, 
Lock'd from obfervers, in fome fecrtt place. 
Add the lait hand, before yourfelves you fhow ; 
Your need of art, why fliould your lovers know ? 
For many things, when moil conceal 'd, are beftj 
And few, of ftricl: enquiry, bear the teft. 
Thofe figures which in theatres are feen, 
•Gilded without, are common wood within. 
But no fpeftators arc allow'd to pry, 
Till all is finifh'd, which allures the eye. 

Yet, I mult own, it oft affords delight, 
To have the fair-one comb her hair in fight 5 
To view the flowing honours of her head 
Fall on her neck, and o'er her moulder fpread. 
But let her look, that fhe with care avoid 
All fretful humours, while fhe 's foempWjfdi 
Let her not (till undo, with peevifh haftc, 
All that her woman docs j who docs her beft« 
I hate a vixen, that her maid affails, 
And (cratches with her bodkin, or her nails ; 
While the poor girl in blood and tears muft mourn, 
And her heart curfes, what her hands adorn. 

Let her who has no hair, or has but fome, 
Plant centinels before herclreffing-room : 
Or in the fane of the good goddefs drefs, 
Where all the male-kind are debarr'd accefs. 

'Tis faid, that I (but 'tis a tale devis'd) 
A lady at her toilet once furpriz'd j 

Who 
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Who fluting, (hatch'd In hafte the tower file wore* 
And, in a hurry, plac'd the hinder part before. 
But on our faes fall every fuch di/grace, 
Or barbarous beauties of the Parthian race. 
Ungraceful 'tis to fee without a horn 
The lofty hart, whom branches beft adorn ; 
A Ieaflefs tafte, or an unverdant mead ; 
And as ungraceful is a hairlefs head. 

But think not, thefe inftru&ions are defign'd 
For firfr-rate beauties of rfhe finifli'd kind : 
Not to a Semele, or Leda bright, 
Nor an Europa, thefe my rules I write j 
Nor the fair Helen do I teach, whofe charms • 

Stirr'd up Atrides, ami all Greece, to arms : 
Thee to regain, well was that war begun, 
And Paris well defended what he won ; 
What lover, or what huiband, would not fight 
In fuch a fcriH^Vhere both are in the right ? 

The crowd I teach, fome homely, and fome fair, 
But of the former fort, the larger fliare. 
The handfome, leaft require the help of art, 
Rich in themfelves, and pleas'd with Nature's part. 
Wheneakn the fea, -at eafe the pilot lies, 
But all his (kill exerts when ftorms arife. 

Faults in yourpcrfon, or your face, correct: 
And few are feen that have not fome defeft. 
The nymph too Ikort, her feat Ihould feldom quit, 
Left, when (lie ftands, foe may be thought to fit ; 
And when extended on her couch me lies, 
Let length of petticoats conceal her fize. 

The 
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Too mafculine a motion (hocks the fight ; 
But female grace allures with Grange delight. 
One has an artful fwing and jut behind, 
Which helps her coats to catch the fwelling wind ; 
Swell'd with the wanton wind, they loofely flow, 
And every ftep and graceful motion (how. 
Another, like an Umbrian's fturdy fpoufe, 
Strides all the fpace her petticoat allows. 
Between extremes, in this, a mean adjuft; 
Nor fhew too nice a gait, nor too robuft. 
If fnowy white your neck, you (till (hould wear 
That, and the moulder of the left arm, bare. 
Such fights ne'er fail to fire my amorous heart, 
And make me pant to kifs the naked part. , 
Syrens, though monflers of the ftormy maiif, 
Can (hips, when under fail, with fongs, detain : 
Scarce could Ulyfles by his friends be bound, 
Whett firft he liften'd to the charming found. 
Singing infinuates : learn, all ye maids ; 
Oft, when a face forbids, a voice perfuades, 
Whether on theatres loud (trains we hear, 
Or in Rucjle fome foft Egyptian air. , 
Well (hall (he fing, of whom I make my choice, 
And with her lute accompany her voice. 
The rocks were ftirr'd, the beads to liften (tay'd, 
When on his lyre melodious Orpheus play'd ; 
Ev'n Cerberus and Hell that found obey'd. 
And (tones officious were, thy walls to rtife, 
O Thebes, attracted by Amphion's lavs. 
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The dolphin, dumb itfelf, thy voice adrair'd, 
And was Arion, by thy fongs infpir'cL 
Of fweet Callimachus the works rehearfe, 
And read Philetas and Anacreon's verfe. 
Terentian plays may much the mind improver; 
But fbftelt Sappho beft inftrufts to love. 
Propertius, Gailus, and Tibullus read, 
And let Varronian verfe to thefefucceed. 
Then mighty Maro's work with care perufe ; 
Of all the Latin bards the nobleft Mufc. 
Ev'nl, 'tis poflible, in after-days, 
May 'fcapc oblivion, and be nam'd with thefe. 
My labour'd lines fome readers may approve* 
Since I 've inftructed either fex in love. 
Whatever book you read of this foft art, 
Read with a lover's voice, and lover's heart. 

Tender epiftles too by me are fram'd, 
A work before unthought-of, and unnam'd. 
Such was your (acred will, O tuneful Nine ! 
Such thine, Apollo ! and, Lyaeus, thine ! 

Still uoaccomplinVd may the maid be thought* 
Who gracefully to dance was never taught : 
That atlive dancing may to love engage, 
Witnefs the well-kept dancers of the ftagc* 

Of fome old trifles I 'm afliam'd to tell, 
Though it becomes the fex to trifle wells 
To raffle prettily, or flur a dye, 
Implies both cunning and dexterity. 
Nor is 't amifs at chefs to be expert, 
For games mod thoughtful, fometimes, mod divert. 

Leam 
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Learn every game, you *U find it prove of ufe j 

Parties begun at play, may love produce. 

But eafier 'tis to learn how bets to lay, 

Than how to keep your temper while you play. 

Unguarded then, each breaft is open laid, 

And while die bead 's intent, the heart 's betray 'd. 

Then, bafe dense of gain, then, rage appears, 

Quarrels and brawh arife, and anxious fears ; 

Then clamours and revilings reach the iky, 

While loling gamefters all the gods defy. 

Then horrid oaths are utter d every caft ; 

They grieve, and curie, and ftorm, nay, weep at la ft. 

Good Jove, avert fuch fhameful faults as thefe, 

From every nymph whofe heart J s inclined to pkafe. 

Soft recreations fit the female kind ; 

Nature, for men, has rougher iports defignM : 

To wield the fword, and hurl the pointed ipear; 

To flop, or turn the fteed in full career. 

Though martial fields ill fait your tender frames,. 
Nor may you fwim in Tiber's rapid ftreams ; 
Yet when Sol's burning wheels from Leo drive. 
And at the glowing Virgin's fign arrive, 
*Tis both allow'd and fit you mould repair 
To pleafant walks, and breathe rtfrelhing air. 
„ To Pompey *s gardens, or the fhady groves 
Which Caefar honours, and which Phoebus loves : 
Phoebus, who funk the proud Egyptian fleet, 
And made Auguftus* victory compleat. 
Or feek thofe lhades, where monuments of fame 
Are rais'd, to Livia's and O&avia's name j 

Or 
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Or, where Agrippa firftadorn'd the ground, 

When he with naval victory was- crown'*}., * 

To I (is* fane, to theatres refort ; 

And in the Circus fee the noble /port. 

In every public place, by turns, be fhown ; 

In vain you 're fair, while you remain unknown. 

Should you, infmging, Thamyras tranicend j 

Your voice unheard, who could your {kill commend 3 

Had not Apelles drawn the fea-born Queen, 

Her beauties trill, beneath the waves had been* 

Poets, infpir'd, write only for a name, 
And think their labours well repay 'd with fame, 
In former days, I »wn, the Poets were 
Of gods and kings the moft peculiar care; 
' Majeftic awe was in the name allow'd, 
And they, with rich poilefBons, wereendow'd. 
Ennius withhonqurs was by Scipio grae'd, 
And, next his own, the Poet's ffotue plac'd. 
But now their ivy crowns bear no efteem, 
And all their learning 's thought an idle dream. 
Still, there *s a pleafure, that proceeds from praiJc : 
What could the high renown of Homer raiie, 
But that he fung his Iliad's deathlefs lays ? 

Who could have been of Danae's charms aflfiir*d, 
Had ihe grown old, within her tower immur'd ? 
This, as a rule, let every nymph ptxrfue ; 
That 'tis her imereft oft to come in view. 

A hungry .wolf at all the herd will run, 
In hopes, through many, to make fare of one. 



j 



J 



n8 CONGREVE'S POEMS. 

So, let the fair the gazing crowd a flail, 
That over one, at lead, fhe may prevail. 

*In every place to plcafe, be all her thought ; 
Where, fometimes, leaft we think, the fim is caught 
Sometimes, all day, we burn the tedious foil ; 
Anon, the flag himfel'f (hall feek the toil. 

How could Andromeda once doubt relief, 
Whofe charms are heighten'd and adorn 'd by grief? 
The widow'd fair, who fees her lord expire, 
While yet (he weeps, may kindle new defire, 
And Hymen's torch re-light with funeral fire. 
Beware of men who are too fprucely drefs'd ; 
And look, you fly with fpeed a fop profefs'd. 
Such tools, to you, and to a thoufand more, 
Will tell the fame dull ftory o'er and o'er. 
This way and that, unfteadily they rove, 
And, never fix'd, are fugitives in love. 
Such fluttering things all women fure fhould hate, 
Light as thcmfclves, and more effeminate, 
lielieve me ! all I fay is for your good j 

Had Priam been believ'd, Troy ftill had ftood. 
Many, with bafe defigns, will paflion feign, 

Who know no love, but fordid love of gain. 

But let no powder 'd heads, nor effene'd hair, 

Your well-believing, eafy hearts enfnare. 

Rich cloaths are oft by common {harpers worn, 

And diamond rings felonious hands adorn. 

So, may your lover burn with fierce defire 

"^our jewels to enjoy, and beft attire. 

Poor 
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_-** let the preflxng youth with eafe obtain, 
Nor yet rcfufc him with too rude diiclain. 
Now, let his hopes, now, let his fears increase, 
But by degrees let fear to hope give place. 

Be Cure avoid fct phrafes, when you write, 
The ufual way of fpeech is more polite. 
How have I feen the puzzled lover vex'd, 
To read a letter with hard words perplex'd ! 
A ftile too coarie takes from a handfome face. 
And makes us wifh an uglier in its place. 

But fince (though Chaftity be not your care) 
Tou from your hufband foil would hide th' affair, 
Write to no ftranger, till his truth be try 'd ; 
Nor in a foolifh mcftenger confide. 
What agonies that woman undergoes, 
Whofe hand the traitor threatens to expoie ; 
Who, rafhly trailing, dreads to be deceived, 
And lives for ever to that dread enilav'd 1 
Such treachery can never be furpafs'd, 
For thofe difcoveries, fure as lightning, blaft. 
Might I advtte, fraud fhould with fraud be paid ; 
Let arms repel all who with arms invade. 

But fince your letters may be brought to light, 
What if in feveral hands you Icarn'd to write ? 
My curie on him who firft the iex betrayM, 
And this advice fo neceflary made. 
Nor let your pocket-book two hands contain, 
FirfV rub your lover's out, then write again. 
Still one contrivance more remains behind, 
Which you may ufe as a convenient blind ; 
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At if to women writ, your letters frame, 
And |et your friend to you fubferibe a female name* 

No»v, greater things to tell, my Mufe prepare, 
And clap on all the fail the bark can bear. 
Let no rude paflions in your looks find places 
For fury will deform the fined face : 
It fwells the lips, and brackens all the veins, 
While in the eye a Gorgon horror reigns. 

When on her flute divine Minerva .play'd, 
And in a fountain faw the change it made, 
Swelling her cheek; fhe flung it quick afide ; 
41 Nor is thy mtriick fo much worth," fhe cry'd. 
Look in your glafs, when you with anger glow, 
And ybu "11 confefs, you fcarce yourfelves can know, 
Nor with exceffive pride infult the fight, 
For gentle looks, alone, to love, invite., 
Believe it as a truth that 's daily try'd, 
Thefe's nothing more deteftable than pride. 
How have I fcen fomc airs difguft create, 
Like things which by antipathy we hat? ! 
Let looks with looks, and fmiles with fmiles be paid, 
And when your lover bows, incline your head. 
So, Love preluding, plays at firft with hearts. 
And after wounds with deeper-piercing darts, 
Nor me a melancholy miftrefs charms ; 
l^t fad Tecmefla weep in Ajax' arms. 
Let mourning beauties, fullen heroes movcj 
We, chearful men, like gaiety in Jove. 
Let Hector in Andromache delight, 
Who, in bewailing Troy, waftes all the night, 

K * Had 
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Had they not both borne children (to be plain) 

I ne'er could think they 'd with their hulbands lain* 

I no idea in my mind can frame, 

That either one or t' other doleful dame, 

Could toy, could fondle, or could call their lords 

*' My life, my foul j" or fpeak endearing words. 

Why, from comparifons mould I refrain, 
•Or, fear fmall things by greater to explain ? * 
Obferve what conduct prudent generals ufe. 
And how their feveral officers they chufe j 
To one, a charge of infantry commit, 
Another, for the horfe, is thought more fit. 
j5o you your feveral lovers fhould felcft, 
And, as you find them qualify'd, direct. 
The wealthy lover (lore of gold fhould fend ; 
The lawyer mould, in courts, your caufe defend. 
We, who write verfe, with verfe alone fhould bribe j 
Moft apt to love is all the tuneful tribe. 
By us, your fame fhall through the world be blaz'd; 
So Nemefis, fo Cynthia's name was rais'd. 
From call to weft, Lycoris* praifes ring ; 
Nor are Corinna's filent, whom we fing. 
Uo fraud the poet's facred breaft can bear ; 
Mild ace his manners, and his heart fin cere : 
Nor wealth he feeks, nor feels ambition's fires, 
3jut fhuns the bar j and books and fliades requires* 
Too faithfully, alas ! we know to love, 
With eafe we fix, but we with pain remove ; 
Our fofter ftudies with our fouls combine, 
And; both, to tendornefi our hearts incline. 
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'To truft a traitor, you '11 no fcruple make, 
Who is a traitor only for your fake. 

Who yields too foon, will foon her lover Iofe ; 
Would you retain him long, then, long refufe. 
Oft, at your door, make him for entrance wait, 
There let him lie, and threaten and intreat. 
When cloy'd with fwects, bitters the tafte reftore ; 
Ships, by fair winds, are fometimes run afliqre- 
Hence fprings the coldnefs of a marry'd life, 
The huiband, when he pleafes, has his wife- 
Bar but your gate, and let your Porter cry 
" Here 's no admittance, Sir; I muft deny : w 
The very huiband, fo repuls'd, will find 
A growing inclination to be kind. 

Thus far, with foils you *ve fought; thole laid afide, 
I now, fharp weapons for the fex provide ? 
>Jor doubt, again ft myfelf, to lee them try'd. 

When firft a lover you defign to charm, 
Beware, left jealoulies his foul alarm ; 
Make him believe, with all the (kill you can, 
That he, and only he 's the happy man. 
Anon, by due degrees, fmall doubts create, 
And let him fear fome rival's better fate. 
Such little arts make love its vigour hold, 
Which elfe would languifli, and too foon grow old. 
Then, ftrains the courier to outftrip the wind, 
When one before him runs, and one he hears behind* 
Love, when extinct, fufpicions may revive ; 
I own, when mine 's fecure, 'tis fcarce alive* 

Yet» 
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Yet, thefe perceiv'd, you may her back undrcfs, 
And, writing on her fkin, your mind exprefs. 
New milk, or pointed fpires of flax, when green, 
Will ink fupply, and letters mark unfeen. 
Fair will the paper mew, nor can be read, 
Till all the writing 's with warm aflies fpread. 

Acrifius was, with all his care, betray'd ; 
And in his tower of brafs, a grandfire made. 

Can fpies avail, when you to plays retort. 
Or in the Circus view the noble fport ? 
Or, can you be to Ifis' fane purfued, 
Or Cybele's, whole rites all men exclude ? 
Though watchful fervants to the bagnio come, 
They 're ne'er admitted to the bathing-room. 
Or, when fome fudden ficknefs you pretend, 
May you not take to your fick-bed a friend ? 
Falfe keys a private paffage may procure, 
If not, there are more ways befides the door. 
Sometimes, with wine, your watchful follower treat ; 
When drunk, you may with eafe his care defeat : 
Or, to prevent too-fudden a furprize, 
Prepare afleeping-draughtto leal his eyes r 
Or let your maid, ft ill longer time to gain, 
An inclination for his perfon feign ; 
With faint refinance let her drill him on, 
And, after competent delays, be won. 

But what need all thefe various doubtful wiles. 
Since gold the greateft vigilance beguiles ? 
Believe me, men and gods with gifts are pleas'd ; 
fiv'n angry Jove with offerings is appeas'd. 

With 
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Now drop a tear your forrows to afluage, 

Anon reproach him, and pretend to rage. 

Such proofs as thefe will all diftruft remove* 

And make him pity your exceffive love. 

Scarce to hhnfclf will he forbear to cry, 

*' How can I let this poor fond creature die ?•' 

But chiefly, one, fuch fond behaviour fires, 

Who courts his glafs, and his own charms admires. 

Proud of the homage to his merit done, 

He '11 think a goddefs might with eafe be won. 

Light wrongs, be fure, you ftill with mildnefs bear, 
JJor ftrait fly out, when you a rival fear. 
Let not your paflion o'er your fenfe prevail, 
!Nor credit lightly every idle tale. 
Let Procris' fate a fad example be 
' Of what effects attend credulity. 

Near where his purple head Hymettus ihows, 
And flowering hills, a facrcd fountain flows ; 
With foft and verdant turf the foil is fpread, 
And fweetly-fmelling flirubs the ground o'erlhade. 
There rofemary and bay their odours join, 
And with the fragrant myrtle's fcent combine. 
There tamarifks with thick-leav'd box are found, 
And cytiflus and garden-pines abound. 
While through the boughs foft winds of Zephyr paf», 
Tremble the leaves, and tender tops of grafs. 
Hither would Cephalus retreat to reft, 
When tir'd with hunting, or with heat oppreft : 
And thus to Air the panting youth would pray, 
" Come, gentle Aura, come, this heat allay." 
^ But 
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But feme talc-bearing too officious friend, 
By chance o'er-heard him as he thus complained; 
Who with'the news to Procris quick repair'd, 
Repeating word for word what me had heard. 
Soon as the name of Aura reach'd her ears. 
With jealoufy furpriz'd, and fainting fears, 
Her rofy colour fled her lovely face, 

And agonies, like death, fupply'd the place 1 
Pa'e flie appear'd as are the falling leaves, 
Whejo firft the vine the winter's blaft receives* 
Of ripen'd quinces, fuch the yellow hue, 
Or, when unripe, we cornel -berries view. 
Reviving from her fwoon, her robes lhe tore, 
JNorher own faultlefs face to wound forbore* 
Now, all diflievel'd, to the wood fhe flies, 
With Bacchanalian fury in her eyes. 
Thither arriv'd, flie leaves below her friends j 

And all alone the fliady hill afcends. 

What folly, Procris, o'er thy mind pre vail *d ? 

What rage, thus fatally to lie conceal'd > 

Whoe'er this Aura be, (fuch was thy thought) 

She now Ihall in the very fa£l be caught* 

Anon, thy heart repents its ram defigns, 

And now to go, and now toftay inclines t 

Thus love with doubts perplexes ftillthy mind, 

And makes thee feek what thou muft dread to find* 

But ftill thy rival's name rings in thy ears, 

And more fufpicious ftill the place appears : 

But more than all, exceflive love deceives, 

Which, all it fears, too ealily believes* 

And. 
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And, now, a chilnefs runs through every vein, 
Soon as fhe faw where Cephalus had lain.' 
'Twas noon, when' he again retir'd, to fhun< 
The fcordhing ardour of the mid-day fun ; 
With water firft he fprinkled o'er his face^ 
Which glow'd with heat j then fought his ufual place. 
Procris, with anxious but with filent care, 
"View'dhim extended, with his bofom bare j 
And heard him foon th' accuftonVd words repeat, 
** Come, Zephyr,- Aura, come; allay this heat : ? " 
'Soon as (he found her error, from the word, 
Her colour and her temper were reftor'd. 
With joy fhe rofe to clafp him in her arms : 
But Cephalus the ruftling noife alarms ; 
Some beaft he thinks he in the buflies hears, 
And ftrait his arrows and his bow prepares. 
" Hold ! hold ! anhappy youth !"-— I call in vain, 
With thy own hand thou haft thy Procris flain. 
u Me, me (fhe cries) thou 'ft wounded with thy dart ! 
•' But Cephalus was wont to wound this heart. 
4< Yet lighter on my afhes earth will lie, 
" Since, though untimely, I unrival'd die : 
*' Come, clofe with thy dear hand my eyes in death, 
" Jealous of Air, to Air I yield my breath." 
Clofe to his heavy heart her cheek he laid, 
And wafh'd, with ftreaming tears, the wound he made; 
At length the fprings of life their currents leave, 
And her laftgafp her ftuiband's lips receive. 

flow, to purfue our voyage we provide, 
Till fafe to port our weary bark we guide. 

* You 
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You may expect, perhaps, I now fhould teach 
What rules to treats and entertainments reach. 
Come not the firft, invited to a feaft ; 
Rather come laft, as a more grateful guefh 
For that, of which we fear to be depriv'd, 
Meets with the fureft welcome when arriv'd. 
Befides, complexions of a coarfer kind, 
From candle-light no fmall advantage find. 
During the time you eat, obferve fome grace, 
Nor let your unwip'd hands befmear your faceg 
Nor yet too .fqueamifhly your meat avoid, 
J^eft we fufpeft you were in private cloy'd. 
Of all extremes in either kind beware, 
And flill before your belly 's full forbear. 
No glutton-nymph, however fair, can wound, 
Though more than Helen Ihe in charms abound* 

I own, I think, of wine the moderate ufe 
More fuits tlje fex, and fooner finds excu/e 5 
It warms the blood, .adds luftre to the eyes, 
And wine and love have always been allies. 
But carefully from all intemperance keep, 
Nor drink till you fee double, lifp, or fleep. 
For in fuch deeps brutalities are done, • 
"Which, though you loathe, you have no power to fliuri« 

And now th' inftrufted nymph from table led, 
Should next be taught how to behave in bed. 
But modefty forbids ;• nor more, my Mufe 
With weary wings the laboured flight purfuesj 
Her purple fwans unyok'd the chariot leave, 
And needful reft (their journey done) receive, 

Thu«, 
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Thus, with impartial cart, my art I ihow, 
And equal arms on either fex beftow : 
While men and maids, who by my rules improve, 
Ovid muft own their mafter is in love. 



OF, PLEASING. 

AN EPISTLE 

TO SIR RICHARD TEMPLE. 

'HP IS ftrange, dear Temple, how it comes to paft, 
•*- That no one man is pleas'd with what he has. 
So Horace lings- --and Aire, as ftrange is this : 
That no one man *s difplea&'d with what he is. 
The foolifh, ugly, dull, impertinent, 
Are with their perfons and their parts content. 
Nor is that all, fo odd a thing is man, 
He mod would be what leaft he ihould or can. 
Hence, homely faces ftill are foremoft feen, 
And crofs-fliap'd fops affect the niceft mien ; 
Cowards extol true courage to the Ikies, 
And fools are ftill moft forward to adrift j 
Th' untruftefl wretch to fecrecy pretends, 
Whifpering his nothing round to all as friends. 
Dull rogues affeft the politicians part, 
And learn to nod, and fmile, and flirug with art j 
Who nothing has to lofc, the war bewails j 
And he who nothing pays, at taxes rails. 

Thus 
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Thus man pervcrfe againft plain nature ftrives, 
And to be artfully abfurd contrives. 
Plautus v ill dance, Lufcus at ogling aims* 
Old Tritus keeps, and undone Probus games. 
NoifbmeCurculio, whofe envenom 'd breath, 
Though at a diflance utter'd, threatens death, 
Full in your teeth his ltinking whifper throws ; 
Nor mends his manners, though you hold your nofe* 
Therfites, who feems born tc*give offence, 
From uncouth form, and frontlefs impudence, 

Aflumes foftairs, and wirh aflur comes in, 
Attempts a fmile, and (hocks you witha grin. 
' Raucus harangues with a difluaiive grace, 

And Helluo invites with a forbidding*face. 
Nature to each allots his proper fphere, 

But, that forfaken, we like comets err : 

Tofs'd through the void, by fome rude (hock we 're broke. 

And all her boaited fire is loft in fmoke. 

Next to obtaining wealth, or power, or eafe, 

Men moft affect in general to pleafe : 

Of this affection vanity's the fource, 

And vanity alone obftru&s its courfe \ 

That telefcope of fools, through which they fpy 

Merit remote, and think the object nigh,, 

The glafs reraov'd, would each himfelf furvey, 

And in juft fcales his ftrength and weakneis weigh, 

Purfuethe path for which he was dejign'd, 

And to his proper force adapt his mind; 

Scarce one, but to fbme merit might pretend, . 

Perhaps might pleafe, at leaf* would not offend. 

Wh<| 
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Who would^prove us while he makes us laugh, 
Muft be no Bavius, but a Bickerffaff. 

XV^l ?- 1 ^ 1110 ^ ***** P° tions P*. 
We bid the dying patient drink and live • 

When Murus comes, we cry, « Beware the pill:- 

And wifh the tradefman were a tradefman ftill. 

-If Addifon, or Rowe,* or Priorwrite, 

We ftudy them with profit and delight : 

But when vile Macor and Mtindungus' rhyme 

We grieves >ve learnt to read, ay, curie'the time. 

All rules of pleafing in this one unite, 

" Affett not any thing in Nature's fpite." 

Baboons and apes ridiculous we find ; 

For what ? For ill-retembling human-kind. 

" None are, for being what they are, in fault, 

" But for not being what they would be thought." * 

Thus I, dear friend, to you my thoughts impart, 

As to one perfeft in the pleafing art • 

If art it may be call'd in you, vvho feem, 

By Nature form'd for Love, and for Efteem. 

Affecting none, all virtues you poiTefs, 

And really are what others but profeft. 

I '11 not offend you, while myfelf I pleafe ; 

I loathe to flatter, though I love to praife. ' 

But when fuch early worth fo bright appears, 

And antedates the fame which waits on years; 

I can't fo ftupidly affected prove, 

Not to confefs it in the man I love. 

Though now I aim not at that known applaufe 

You ' ve won in arms, and in your country's caufe ; 

Nor 
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Kor patriot now, nor hero I commend, ( 

But the companion praifc, and boaft the fri'eflcT. 

But you may think, and fonSe* Ms partial, fay, 
That I prefumc too much in this cffay. 
How mould I (how what pleafes ? How 'explain 
A rule, to which I never could attain ? 
To this objection I '11 make no reply, 
But tell a tale, which, after, we'll apply. 

I *ve read, or heard, a learned perfon, once 
(Concern'd to find his Only Ton a dunce) 
Compos'd a book in favour -of the lad, 
Whole memory, its ieems; was v£ry bad. 
This work contain'd a world of wholefome rules., 
To help the frailty of forgetful fools. 
The careful parent laid the treatife by, 
Till Time mould make it proper i:o applv, 
Simon at length the look'd-for age attains, 
To read and profit by his father's pains j 
And now the fire prepare the books t' itnjftlt, 
Which was yclept of memory and art. 
But ah ! how oft is human care in vain ! 
For now, he could not find his book again. 
The place where he had laid it he forgot, 
$for could himfejf remember what he wrote. 

Now to apply the ftory that I tell, 
Which, if not true, is yet invented well, 
Such is my cafe : Like mod of theirs who teach j 
I ill may pradtife, what I well may pfeach. 
Myfclf not trying, or not turn'd to pleafe, 
May lay the line, and meafur* .<*ut *he way&. 

x L Tfe 
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The Mulcibers, who in the Minories fweat, 

And maflive bars onftubborn anvils beat. 

Deform *d themfelves, yet, forge thofe (lays of fteel, 

Which ann Aurelia with a fhape to kill. 

So Macerand Mundungus fchool the times, 

And write in rugged profe the rules of fofter rhymes. 

Well do they play the careful critic's part, 

Inftru&ing doubly by their matchlefs art : 

Rules for good verfe they firft with pains indite, 

Then (hew us what are bad, by what they write. 



To the Right Honourable the 
LORD VISCOUNT COBHAM, 1719. 
" Albi fermonum noftrorum candide judex. '* 

SINCEREST Critic of my profe or rhime, 
Tell how thy pleafing Stowe employs thy time, 
Say, Cobham, what amufes thy retreat ? 
Or ftratagems of war, or fchemes of ftate ? 
Doft thou recall to mind with joy, or grief, 
Great Marlborough's a&ions ? That immortal chief, 
Whofe flighteft trophy rais'd in each campaign, 
More than fuffie'd to fignalize a reign > 
Does thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart, 
With glory paft, where thou thy felf hadft part, 
Or doft thou grieve indignant now to fee, 
\e fruitlefs end of all thy viftory ? 



li 
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To fee th' audacious foe, fo late fubdued, 
Difpute thofe terms for which €0 long they fued, 
As if Britannia now were funk (b low, 
To beg that peace me wonted to bellow. 
Be far that guilt ! be never known that fhame ! 
That England mould retract her rightful claim, 
Or, ceafing to be dreaded and ador'd, 
Stain with her pen the luftre of her fword, 
Or doft thou give die winds afar to blow. 
Each vexing thought, and heart-devouring woe, 
And fix thy mind alone on rural fcenes, 
To turn the level'd l^wns to liquid plains, 
To raife the creeping rills from humble beds, 
And force the latent fprings to lift their heads, 
On watery columns, capitals to rear, 
That mix their flowing curls with upper air. 
Or doft thou, weary grown, thefe works negledr, 
No temples, (tatues, obeliflcs ere£r, 
But catch the morning breeze from fragrant meads. 
Or fhun the noontide ray in wholefome ihades, 
Or (lowly walk along the mazy wood, 
To meditate on all that 's wife and good, 
For nature bountiful in thee has join'd, 
A perlbn pleafing with a worthy mind, 
Not given the form a»one, but means, and art, 
To draw the eye, or to allure the heart, 
Poor were the praiie in fortune to excel, 
Yet want the way to ufe that fortune well. 
While thus ado; n'd, while thus with virtue crown *d, 
At home in peace, abroad in arms rcnown'd, 

L z Grace- 
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Graceful in form, and winning in addrefs, 

While well you think, what aptly you exprefa, 

With health, with honour, with a fair eftate, 

A table free, and. eloquently neat, 

What can be added more to mortal blifs ? 

What can he want who (lands poifeft of this ? 

What can the fondeft wiihing mother more 

Of heaven attentive for her fon implore > 

And yet a happinefs remains unknown, 

Or to phijofophy reveal'd alone ; 

A precept, which unpra&is'd renders vain 

Thy flowing hopes, andpleafure turns to pain. 

Should Hope and Fear thy heart alternate tear., 

Or Love, or Hate, or Rage, or anxious Care, 

Whatever pafiions may thy mind infeft, 

( Where is that mind which paflions ne'er moleft ?) 

Amidft the pangs of fuch interline ftrife, 

Still think the prefent day, the laft of life.; 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife, 

To-morrow's fun to thee may never rife. 

Or mould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fight, 

With her enlivening and unlook'd-for light, • 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays ! 

As favours unexpected doubly pleafe. 

Who thus can think, and who fuch thoughts purfucs, 

Content may keep his life, or calmly lofc ; 

All proofs of this thou may'ft thyfelf receive, 

When leifure from affairs will give thee leave, 

Come, fee thy friend, retir'd without regret, 

Forgetting care, or driving to forget; 

i In 
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Jn cafy contemplation foothing time 

With morals much, and now and then wkh rhyme, 

Not fo robuft in bo^y, as in mind, 

And always undeje&ed, though declin'dj 

Not wondering at the world's newwicked ways^ 

Compar'd with thofe of our fore-fathers days, 

For virtue now is neither more or. left, 

And vice is only varied in thedrejls - t 

Believe it, men have ever been tj?e lame, 

And all the golden a§e, is Vut a dream* 

WRITTEN AT T-tf*l**Ii>e.B WB&I,*, 

ON M I S S. T E 5t P't E, 

Afterwards Lady of Sir TtfOMAS Lyttexton. 

T EAVE, leave the drawing-room, ' ' '' ' 

Where flowers of beauty us'd to bloom ; 
The nymph that 's fated to o'ercome^ 

Now triumphs at the wells'. 
Her fhape, and air, and eyes, 
Her face, the,gay, the grave, the wife, 
The beau, in fpite of box and dice. 

Acknowledge, all excels. 

Ceafe, ce»fe, to afk lier name, 
The crowned Mule's nobleft theme, 
Whole glory by immortal fame, 
Shall only founded be. 

l> J * But 
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But if you long to know, 
Then look round yonder dazzling row. 
Who moft does like an angel fhow, 
You may be fure 'tis (he. 

See near thole facred fprings, 
Which cure to fell difeafes brings, 
(As ancient fame of Ida fings) 

Three goddefles appear ! 
Wealth, glory, two pofleft ; 
The third with charming beauty bleft, 
So fair, that heaven and earth confeft 

She conquered every where. 

Like her, this charmer now 
Makes every love-fick gazer bow ; 
Nay, even old age her power allow, 

And banifh'd flames recall. 
Wealth can no trophy rear, 
Nor glory now the garland wear. : 
To beauty every Paris here 

Devotes the golden ball. 



A PIN- 



A PINDARIC ODE,. 

Humbly offered to the 
Q^ U E E N, 

On the Victorious Progrcfs of Her Majesty*s Arms 
under the Conduct of the Duke of Marlborou G H. 

To which is prefixed, 

A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

«* Operofa parvus 

«* Carmina fingo." Hor. Lib. iv. Ode 2. 



A DISCOURSE ON THE PINDARIC ODE. 

THE following Ode is an attempt towards reftoring 
the regularity of the antient Lyric Poetry, which 
feems to be altogether forgotten or unknown by our 
Englifh writers. 

There is nothing more frequent among us, than a 
fort of poems intituled Pindaric Odes ; pretending to< 
be written in imitation of the manner and ftile of Pin- 
dar, and yet I do not know that there is to this day 
extant in our language, one Ode contrived after his 
model. What idea can an Englifh reader have of 
Pindar (to whofe mouth, when a child, 'the bees 
JL 4 brought 
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brought their honey, in omen of the future fweetnefs 
and melody of his fongs^ when he fhall fee fuch 
rumbling and grating papers of verfes, pretending ta 
be copies of his works ? 

The character of thefe late Pindai'ics is, a bundle 
of rambling incoherent thoughts, exprencd in a like 
parcel of irregular ftanzas, which alfo confift of fuch 
another complication of difproportioned, uncertain, and 
perplexed verfes and rhymes. And I appeaLto any rea- 
der, if this is not the condition in which thefe titular 
Odes appear. 

Qn the contrary, there is nothing more regular than 
the' Odes of Pindar, both as to the exact obfervation of 
the meafures and numbers, pf bis ftanzas and verfes, 
and the perpetual coherence of his thoughts. • For 
though his digrefiions are frequent, and his tranfitions 
fudden, yet is there ever fomeftcret connection, which 
though not always appearing to the eye, never fails to 
communicate itfelf to'tne understanding of the reader. 

The liberty which he took in his numbers,, .a/nl, 
which has been Co mifunderftocd and roifapplied by his 
pretended imitators, was only in varying the ftanzas in 
different Odes; but in each particular Ode they are 
ever correfpondent one to another in their turns, and 
according to the order of the Ode. 

All the Odes of Pindar which remain to us, are fongs 
of triumph, vi&ory or fuccefs in the Grecian games : 
they were fung by a chprus, and adapted to the lyre, 
and fometimes to the lyre and pipe ; they confided 
oftencftofjthreft ftanzas ; the firft was called the Strophe, 

from 
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from, the verfion or circular motion of the fingers in 
thatijafrza from the right hand to the left. X he feconcj 
. tfanza was called the Antiftrophe, from the contraver? 
$on of the chorus j the fingers, in performing that, 
turning from the left hand to the right, contrary always 
to their motion in the Strpphe. The third ftaoza was 
called the Epode, (it may be as being the after-fong) 
which tbfey fung in. the. middle, neither turning to on$ 
hand nor, the other. 

What the origin was of thefe different motions and 
Rations in finging their. Odes, is not oftr prcfent bufinefe 
to enquire, Some have thought that by the contrariety? 
of t\ie Strophe and Antiftrophe,- they intended to repre- 
sent the contraFotation of the Prjoum) Mobile, in re- 
fpe£k of the Secunda Mobilia; and that by their Hand- 
ing ft ill at the Epode, they meant to fignify the inability, 
of the earth. Others afcribe the inftkution to Thefeusy; 
who thereby eXprefled the windings and turnings of 1 
the labyrinth, in celebrating his; return from thence. 

The method obferved in the compofition of thefe, 
Odqs, was- therefore as follows* The poet having made, 
choice of a certain , number of wrfeg to conftifcute his - 
Strophe or firft ftanza, was obliged to obfcrve the feme . 
in his Antillrophp, or fecond ftanza; and. which accord- 
ingly perpetually agreed wljeneyer repeated, both in 
number of ve.rfe£ and quantity of feet : he was then 
again at liberty to. make a new. choice for his third 
ftanza* or Epode; where, accordingly, he divsriified 
his numbprs, as his eaj: or fancy led him, : composing 
that ftanza of more or fewer YsxfeMhaa the former, and 

thote 
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thofe verfes of different meafiires and quantities, for 
the greater variety of harmony, and entertainment of 
the ear. 

But then this Epode being thus formed, he was 
ftri&Jy obliged to the fame meafure as often as he 
fhould repeat it 'in the order of his Ode, fo that every 
Epode in the fame Ode is eternally the fame in mea- 
fure and quantity, in refpedr. to itfelf ; as is alfb every 
Strophe and Antiilrophe, in refpe£t to each other. 

The lyric poet Stefichorus (whom Longinus reckons 
amongft the ableft imitators of Homer, and of whom 
Quintiiian fays, that if he could have kept within 
bounds, he would have been neareft of any body, in 
merit, to Homer) was, if not the inventer of this order 
in the Ode, yet (b flrift an obferver of it in his com- 
petitions, that the three ftanzas of Stefichorus became 
a common proverb to exprefs a thing univerfaJJy 
known, " ne tria quidem Stcfichori noftrij" fo that 
when any one had a mind to reproach another with ex*. ' 
ceffive ignorance, he could not do it more effectual fy 
than by telling him, " he did not fo much as know the 
•' three ftanzas of Stefichorus \* that is, did not know 
that an Ode ought to confifl of a Strophe, an Anti- 
frrophe, and an Epode. If this was fuch a mark of 
ignorance among them, I am Aire we have been pretty 
long liable to the fame reproof ; I mean, in refpeft of 
our imitations of the Odes of Pindar. 

My intention is not to make a long Preface to a 
fhort Ode, nor to enter upon a difTertation of Lyric 
Poetry in general : but thus much I thought proper to 
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fay, for the information of thofe readers whofe courfe 
of ftudy has not led them into fuch enquiries. 

I hope I fhall not be fo mifunderftood, as to have it 
thought that I pretend to give an exact copy of Pindar 
in this enfuing Ode ; or that I look upon it as a pattern 
for his imitators for the future : far from fuch thoughts, 
I have only given an inftance of what is practicable, 
and am fenfible that I am as diftant from the force and 
elevation of Pindar, as others have hitherto been from 
the harmony and regularity of his numbers. 

Again, we having no chorus to fing our Odes, the 
titles, as well as ule of Strophe, Antiftrophe, and 
£pode, are obfolete and impertinent : and certainly 
there may be very good Englifli Odes, without the dis- 
tinction of Greek appellations to their ftanzas. That 
I have mentioned them here, and obferved the order of 
them in the enfuing Ode, is therefore only the more in- 
telligibly to explain the extraordinary regularity of the 
compofition of thefe Odes, which have been reprefented 
to us hitherto, as the moft confufed ftru&ures in 
nature. 

However, though there be no neceffity that our 
triumphal Odes mould confift of the three afore-men- 
tioned ftanzas ; yet if the leader can obferve that the 
great variation of the numbers in the third ftanza (call 
it Epode, or what you pleafe) has a pleafing effect in 
the Ode, and makes him return to the firft and fecond 
ftanzas with more appetite than he could do, if always 
cloyed with the fame quantities and meafures ; I can- 
not fee why fome ufe may not be made of Pindar's ex- 
ample,' 
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Jaft Strophe of the fame Ode j which take in the pan- 

phrafc of Sudorius. 

" Qui multa paucis ftringere commode 

" Novcre, morfus hi facile invidos 
' " Spernunt, & auris menfque pura 

" Omnc fupervacuum rejeclat."' 

ODE. 

i. 

DAUGHTER of Memory, immortal Mufe, 
Calliope ; what poet wilt thou chufe, 

Of Anna's name to ling > 
To whom wilt thou thy fire impart, 
Thy lyre, thy voice, and tuneful art ; 
Whom raife fublime on thy aetherial wing, 
And confecrate with dews of thy Caftalian fpring ? 
II. 
Without thy aid, the moft afpiring mind 
Muft flag beneath, to narrow flights confin'd, 
Striving to rife in vain : 
Nor e*er can hope with equal lays 
To celebrate bright Virtue's praife. 
Thy aid obtain'd, ev'n I, the humbled fwain, 
May climb Pierian heights, and quit the lowly plain. 
III. 
High in the ftarry orb is hung, 

And next Alcides* guardian arm, 
That harp to which thy Orpheus fung. 

Who woods, and rocks, and winds, could charm ; 

That 
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That harp which on Cyllene's fliady hill, 
When firft the vocal (hell was found, 

With more than mortal (kill 
Invcntcr Hermes taught to found : 
Hermes on bright Latona's fon, 
By fweet perfuafion won, 
The wondrous work beftow'd j 

Latona's fon, to thine 
Indulgent, gave the gift divine r 
A god the gift, a god th' invention fhow'd. 
I. 
To that high-founding lyre I tune my Grains 5 
A lower note his lofty fong difdains 
Who fings of Anna's name. 
The lyre is (truck ! the founds I hear ! 
O Mufe, propitious to my prayer ! 
O well-known founds ! O Melody, the fame 
That kindled Mantuan fire, and rais'd Maeonian flame I 
II. 
Nor are thefe founds to Britifh bards unknown, 
Or fparingly reveai'd to one alone : 
Witnefs fweet Spenfer's Jays : 
And vvirnefs that immortal fong, 
As Spenfer fweet, as Milton ftrong, 
Winch humble Boyne o'er Tiber's flood could raife, 
And mighty William fing, with well-proportion'd praife. 
HI. 
Rife, fair Augufta, lift thy head, 

With golden towers jhy front adorn ; 
Come forth, as comes from Tithon's bed 
With cheatful ray the ruddy morn. Thy 
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Tliy lovely form, and f rem- reviving ftate, 
In cryftal flood of Thames furveyj 

Then, blefs thy better fate, 
Blcfs Anna's molt auipicious fway. 
While diftant realms and ncghbouring lands, 
Arm'd troops and hoftile bands 
On every fide moleft, 

Thy happier clime is free, 
Fair Capital of Liberty ! 
And plenty knows, and days of halcyon reft. 

1. 
As Britain's ifle, when old vex'd Ocean roars, 
Unfhakcn fees againft her filver (hoars 
His foaming billows beat; 
So Britain's Queen, amidft the jars 
And tumults of a world in wars, 
Fix'd on the bafe of her well-founded ftate, 
Serene and fafe looks down, nor feels the [hocks of fate* 
II. 
But grcateft fouls, though blcft with fwect repofe, 
Are fooneft touch'd with fenfe of others woes. 
Thus Anna's mighty mind, 
To mercy and foft pity prone, 
And mov'd with forrows not her own, 
Has all her peace and downy reft refign'd, 
To wake for common good, and fuccour human-kind*. 
III. 
Fly, tyranny 5 no more be known 
Within Europa's blifsful bound ; 
Far as th' unhabitable zone 
Wl)' every heritable ground, Tt 
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To horid Zembla's frozen realms repair, 
There with the baleful beldam. Night, 

Unpeopled empire (hare, 
And rob thofe lands of legal right. 
For now is come the promts 'd hour, 
When J u It ice (hall have power 5 
Juftice to earth reftor'd ! 
Again Aftrea reigns ! . 
Anna her equal fcale maintains, 
And Marlborough wields her Aire deciding (word. 
I. 
Now, couldft thou foar, my Mufe, to fing the xnan 

In, heights fublime, as when the Mantuan fwaa 
Her towering pinions (pread 5 
Thou mould 'ft of Marlborough fing, whole hand 
Unerring, from his Queen's command, . 
Far as the feven-mouth'd liter's iecret head, 
To (ave th' Imperial ftate, her hardy Britons led., 

II. 
Nor there thy fong fbould end 1 though all the Nine 
Might well their harps and heavenly voices join 
To fing that glorious day, 
When bold Bavaria fled the field, 
And veteran Gauls unus'd to yield 
On Blenheim's Plain imploring mercy lay ; 
And fpoils and trophies won, perplex'd the vi&or's way. 

III. 
But could thy voice of Blenheim fing, 

And with fuccefs that fong purfue ; 
What art could aid thy wearied wing 
To keep the victor iiill in view ? 

M For 
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For as the fun ne'er flops his radiant flight, 
Nor fets but with impartial ray 

To all who want his light 
Alternately transfers the day : 
So in the glorious round of fame, 
Great Marlborough, ftill the feme* 
Incefiant runs his courfe : 
To climes remote, and near, 
His conquering arms by turns appear, 
And universalis his aid and force* 

I. 
Attempt not to proceed, unwary Mufe, 
For O ! what notes, what numbers could'ft thou thuie 
Though in all numbers fcill'd : 
To fmg the hero's matchlefs deed, 
Which Belgia fav'd, and Brabant freed ; 
To fing Ramillia's day ! to which muft yield 
Cannae's iliuftrious fight, and fam'd Phar&lia's field. 
II. 
In the fhort courfe of a diurnal fun, 
Behold the work of many ages done ! 
What verfe fuch worth can raife ? 
Luftre and life, the Poet's art 
To middle virtue may impart ; 
But deeds fublimc, exalted high like thefe, 
Tranfcend his utmoft fight ; and mock his diftant praife. 
III. 
Still would the willing Mufe afpire, 

With tranfport ftill her ftrains prolong; 
But fear unftrings the trembling lyre, 
And admiration flops her fong. G« 
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Go on, great chief, in Anna's caufe proceed j 
Jtfor fheath the terrors of thy fword, 

Till Europe thou haft freed, 
And univerfal peace reftor'd. 
This mighty work when thou flialt end, 
Equal rewards attend, 
"Of value far above 

Thy trophies and thy fpoils ; 
Re\Vards ev'n worthy of thy toils, 
Thy Queen's juft favour, and thy Country's love. 



M * TO 
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To the Bight Honourable the 

EARL OF GODOLPHIN, 

Lord High-Treasurer, of Great Britain. 

PINDARIC ODE. 

u — —Quemvis media 1 erue turba : 

" Aut ob avaritiam, aut mifera ambitione laborat. 

" Hunc capit argenti (plendor 

" Hie mutat merces Furgcnte i fole, ad eum quo 
*' Vefpertina tepet regio ; quin per mala prasceps 

" Fertur 

" Omnes hi metuunt verfus, odere poetas." 

Hor. L. I. Sat. iv. 

I. 

TO hazardous attempts and hardy toils, 
Ambition fome excites ; 
And fome, defire of martial fpoils 

To bloody fields invites ; 
Others, infatiate thirft of gain 
Provokes to tempt the dangerous main, 
To pafs the burning line, and bear 
Th' inclemency of winds, and fcas, and air ; 
Prefling the doubtful voyage till India's more 
Her fpicy bofom bares, and ipreads her fhining ore. 

4 II. Nor 
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11. 

Nor. widows tears, nor tender orphans cries. 

Can flop th* invader's force ; 

Nor.fwelling Teas, nor threatening fkies, 

Prevent the pirate's courfc : 
Their lives to felfifli ends decreed, 
Through blood or rapine they proceed ; 
No anxious thoughts of ill repute 
Sufpend th' impetuous and unjuft purfuit : 
But power and wealth obtain' d, guilty and great, 
Their fellow-creatures fears they raife, or urge their hate. 
III. 
• But not for thefe his ivory lyre 
Will tuneful Phoebus itring, 
Nor Polyhymnia crown'd amid the choir, 

Th' immortal epode fing. 
Thy fprings, Caftalia, turn their ftreams afide 

From rapine, avarice, and pride ; 
Nor do thy greens, (hady Aonia, grow, 
To bind with wreaths a tyrant's brow. 
I. 
How juft, moil mighty Jove, yet how fevere 
Is thy fupreme decree, 
That impious men fhall joylefa hear 

The Mutes' harmony ! 
Their facred fongs, (the recompence 
Of virtue and of innocence) 
Which pious minds to rapture raife, 
And worth) deeds at once excite and praife, 

M 3 T«r 
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To guilty hearts afford no kind relief; 
But add inflaming rage, and more aflh&ing grief. ' 
IX. 
Monftrous Typhoeus, thus, new terrors fill, 
He, who aflail'd the Ikies, 
And now, beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadful JEtna. lies. 
Hearing the lyre's celeftial found, 
He bellows in th' abyfe profound j 
Sicilia trembles at his roar, 
Tremble the feas, and far Campania's more ,• 
While all his "hundred mouths, at once refpire 
Volumes of curling fmoke, and floods of liquid fire. 

III. 

From heaven alone all good proceeds ; 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds. 

And fenfe of facred fong ! 
And thus moft plcafing are the Mufe's lays 

To them who merit moft her praife ; 
Wherefore, for thee, her ivory lyre lhe {brings, 
And (bars with rapture while lhe fings. 

I. 

Whether affairs of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, . 
And Anna's caufe and Europa's fate 

Thy ferious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and nights are fpent 
In cares, on public good intent j 

Or 
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Or whether leifutfe hours invite 
To manly fports, or to refiri'd delight ; 
In courts reliving, or to plains retir'd, 
Where generous fteeds conteft, with emulation fir'd ! 

II. 

Thee ftill me feeks, and tuneful fings thy name, 
As once (he Theron fung, 
While with thcdeathlefs worthy's fame 
Olympian Pifa rung : 
- Nor lefs fublime is" now her choice, 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now fhe loves aloft to found 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, fhe takes delight 
The fwrft-heel'd hoxfc to praife, and fing his rapid flight. 

III. 
And fee ! the air-born racers flart, 
Impatient of the rein ,• 
Fafler they run than flies the Scithian dart, 

Nor, faffing, print the plain ! 
The winds themfelves, who with their fwiftnefs vie, 

In vain their airy pinions ply j 
So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfers pafs 
Th* aetherial authors of their race. 
J. 
■ And now a while the well-ftrain'd courfers breathe ; 
And now, my Mufe, prepare 
Of olive leaves a twiftcd wreath 
To bind the vi&or 's hair. 

M 4 Pallas, 
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Pallas, in care of human-kind, 
, The fruitful olive firft defign'd ; 
Deep in the glebe her fpear ihe lanc'd, 
When all at once the laden boughs advanc'd : 
The Gods with wonder view'd the teeming earth, 
And all, with one content, approv'd the beauteous birth. 

II. 

This done, earth-making Neptune next eflay'd, 
In bounty to the world, 
To emulate the blue-ey'd maid \ 

And his huge trident huri'd 
' Againft the founding beach ; the ttroke 
TransnVd the globe, and open broke 
The central earth, whence, fwift as light, 
Forth rufti'd the firft-born horfe. Stupendous fight! 
Neptune for human good the beaft ordains, 
Whom foon he tam'd to ufe, and taught to bear the reins. 
III. 
Thus gods contended (noble ftrife, 
Worthy the heavenly min4 ! ) 
Who mod ihould do to foften anxious life, 

And moft endear mankind. 
Thus, thou, Godolphin, doft with Marlborough drive, 

From whofe joint toils we reft derive : 
Triumph in wars abroad his arm aiTures, 
Sweet Peace at home thy care fecures. 
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AN IMPOSSIBLE THING. 

A TALE. 

npO thee, dear Dick, this tale I fend, 
**- Both as a critick and a friend. 
I tell it with fome variation 
(Not altogether a tranflation) 
From La Fontaine j an author, Dick, 
Whofe Mufe would tcuch thee to the quick. 
The fubjecl is of that fame kind, 
To which tny heart fecms moft inclin'd : 
How verfe may alter it, God knows, 
Thou lov'ft h well, I 'm fare, in profe. 
So, without preface, or pretence, 
To hold thee longer in fufpence, 
I (hall proceed, as I am able, 
To the recital of my fable. 

A goblin of the merry kind, 
More black of hue, than curft of mind, 
To help a lover in diftrefs, 
Contriv'd a charm with fuch fuccefs, 
That in fliort fpacc the cruel dame 
Relented, and return'd his flame. 
The bargain, ma^e betwixt them both, 
Was bound by honour and by oath : 
The lover laid down his falvation, 
And Satan ftak'd his reputation. 

. \TJ* 
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The latter promised on his part 
(To ferve his friend,, and mew his art), 
That madam fhould by twelve o' clock, 
Though hitherto as hard as rock, 
Become as gentle as a glove. 
And kifs and coo like any dove. 
In fhort, the woman fhould be his, 
That is, upon condition— Viz. 
That he, the lover, after tafting 
What one would wifh were everlafting ; 
Should, in return for fuch enjoyment, 
Supply the fiend with frefh employment : 
*' That *s all, quoth Pug ; my poor requcft 
4t Is, only, never to have reft ; 
" You thought, 'tis like, with reafon too, 
" That I fliould have been ferv'd, not you ; 
*' But what ? upon my friend impofe ! 
•* No— though a devil, none of thofe. 
" Your bufmefs then, pray underftand me, 
" Is nothing more but to command me. 
" Of one thing only let me warn ye : 
" Which fomewhat nearly may concern ye r 
" As foon as e'er one work is done, 
" Strait name a new one ; and ib on ; 
€t Let each to other quick fucceed, 
" Or elfe — you know how 'tis agreed— 
" For if through any hums oshaws 
" There haps an intervening paufe, 
4t In which, for want of frefh commands, 
" Your flave obfequious, idle ftands, 
• • /-' \ « Nor 
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" Nor foul nor body ever more 
" Shall ferve the nymph whom you adore j 
" But both be laid at Satan's feet, 
" To be difpos'd as he thinks meet." 

At once the lover all approves j 
For who can hefitate that loves ? 
And thus he argues in his thought: 
u Why, after all, I venture nought ; 
" What myftery is in commanding ? 
" Does that require much undemanding ? 
" Indeed, wert my part to obey, 
if He'd go the better of the lay : 
" But he muft do what I think fit— 
" Plhaw, pfhaw, young Belzebub is bit." 

Thus pleas 'd in mind, he calls a chair, 
Adjufts, and combs, and courts the fair: 
The fpell takes place, and all goes right, 
And happy he employs the night 
In fwect embraces balmy kifles, 
A nd riots in the blifs of bliflcs . 
'• O joy," cried he, " that has no equal !" 
But hold— no raptures— mark the fequel. 
For now, when near the morning's dawn, 
The youth began as 'twere to yawn ; 
Hid eyes a filky (lumber feiz'd, 
Or would have done, if Pug had pleas'd : 
But that officious Daemon near, 
Now buzz'd for bufinefs in his ear; 
In hafte, he names a thoufand things : 
The goblin plies his wicket wings, 

And 



rjt CONGREVE'S POEMS, 

And in a trice returns to a(k 

Another and another talk. 

Now palaces are built and towers, 

The work of ages in few hours. 

Then ftorms are in an inftant rais'd, 

Which the next moment arc appeas'd. 

Now mowers of gold and gems are rain'd, 

As if each India had been drain'd : 

And he, in one aftoniih'd view, 

Sees both Golconda and Peru. 

Thefe things, and Granger things than thefe, 

Were done with equal fpeed and eafe. 

And now to Rome poor Pug he '11 fend ; 

And Pug foon reach'd his journey's end, 

And foon return'd with fuch a pack 

Of bulls and pardons at his back, 

That now, the Squire (who had fome hope 

In holy water and the pope) 

Was out of heart, and at a ftand 

What next to wifli, and what command ; 

Invention flags, his brain grows muddy, 

And black defpair fucceeds brown ftudy. 

In this diftrefs the woeful youth 

Acquaints the nymph with all the truth, 

Begging her counfel, for whofe fake 

Both foul and body were at (take, 

" And is this ail ?" replier the fair: 

" Let me alone to cure this care. 

«' When next your Daemon fhall appear, 

" Pray give him — look, what I hold here* 
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u And bid him labour, foon or late, 
" To lay thefc ringlets lank and ftrait." 
Then, fomething fcarcely to be feen, 
Her finger and her thumb between 
She held, and fweetly fmiling, cry'd, 
" Your Goblin's fltiilfhall now be try'd." 

She faid j and gave— what fhall I call 
That tiling fo mining, crifp, and fmall, 
Which round his finger drove to twine ? 
A tendril of the Cyprian vine } 
Or (prig from Cytherea's grove ; 
Shade of the labyrinth of love ? 
' With awe, he now takes from her hand 
That fleece-like flower of fairy land : 
Lcfs precious, whilom, was the fleece 
Which drew the Argonauts from Greece ? 
Or that, which modern ages fee 
The fpur and prize of chivalry, 
Whofe curls of kindred texture grace 
Heroes and kings of Spanifli race. 

The fpark prepar'd, and Pug at hand, 
He iffues, thus, his ftrict command : 
" This line, thus curve and thus orbicular, 
" Render direct, and perpendicular ; 
" But fo direct, that in no fort 
" It ever may in rings retort. 
" See me no more till this be done : 
" Hence, to thy talk— avaunt, be gone." 

Away the fieV» like lightning flics, 
And all his wit to work applies : 

Anvils 



i ? 4. CONGREVE'S POEMS, 

Anvils and prefles he employs. 

And dins whole hc\[ with hammering noife. 

In vain : he to no terms can bring 

One twirl of that rclu&ant thing j 

Th* elaftic fibre mocks his pains, 

And its firft fpjral form retains. 

New ftratagems the fprite contrives, 

And down the depths of fta he dives : 

" This fprunt its pertnefs fure will lofe 
" When laid (faid he) to foak in ooze. ,, 

Poor foolifli fiend ! he little knew 

Whence Venus and her garden grew. 

Old Ocean, with paternal waves 
The child of his own bed receives ; 
Which oft as dipt new force exerts, 
"And in more vigorous curls reverts. 
So when to earth Alcides flung 
The huge Antaeus, whence he Sprung, 
From every fall frefh ftrength he gain'd, 
And with new life the fight maintain'd. 
The baffled Goblin grows perplex'd, 
Now knows what flight to praftife next : 
The more he tries, the more he fails ; 
Nor charm, n'or art, nor force avails. 
But all concur his fliame to ihow, 
And more exafperate the foe. 

And now he penfive turns and fad, 
And looks like melancholic mad. 
He rolls his eyes now off, now on 
That wonderful phenomenon. 

Some* 
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Sometimes he twifts and* twirls it round, 
Then, paufing, meditates profound : 
No end he fees of his furprke, 
Nor what it ihould be can devife : 
For never yet was wool or feather, 
That could ftand bufFagainft all weather; 
And unrelax'd, like this, reftft * 
Both wind and rain, and fnow and mift. 
What fluff, or whence, or how 'twas made. 
What fpinfter which could fpin fuch thread, 
He nothing knew $ but, to his coft, 
Knew all his fame and labour loft. 
Subdued, abafh'd, he gave it o'er $ 
*Tis faid, he blufh'd ; 'tis fure, he fwore 
Not all the wiles that hell could hatch 
Could conquer that Superb Muftach. 
Defeated thus, thus difcontent, 
Back to the man the Daemon went : 
«« I grant," quoth he, " our contract null, 
«* And give you a difcharge in full. 
" But tell me now, in name of wonder, 
* l (Since I fo candidly knock under) 
" What is this thing ? Where could it grow ? 
«' Pray take it— 'tis in ftatu quo. 
«< Much good may 't do you ; for my part, 
" I warn my hands of 't from my heart." 

" In truth, Sir Goblin or Sir Fairy ,'* 
Replies the lad, " you 're too foon weary. 
" What, leave this trifling talk undone I 
*' And think'ft thou this the only one ? 

* "Alas! 
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To guilty hearts afford no kind relief; 
But add inflaming rage, and more aiflic"ting grief, * 

II. 

Monftrous Typhceus, thus, new terrors fill, 
He, who aflail'd the fkies, 
And now, beneath the burning hill 

Of dreadful JEzna lies. 
Hearing the lyre's celeftial (bund, 
He bellows in th* abyft profound 5 
Sicilia trembles at his roar, 
Tremble the feas, and far Campania's more ; 
While all his hundred mouths, at once refpire 
Volumes of curling fmoke, and floods of liquid fire. 

III. 

From heaven alone all good proceeds ; 
To heavenly minds belong 
All power and love, Godolphin, of good deeds, 

And fenfe of facred fong ! 
And thus mod pleafmg are the Mufe's lays 

To them who merit moft her praife ; 
Wherefore, for thee, her ivory lyre fhe firings, 
And foars with rapture* while fhe fings. 
I. 
Whether affairs of moft important weight 
Require thy aiding hand, • 
And Anna's caufe and Europa's fate 

Thy ferious thoughts demand ; 
Whether thy days and nights are fpent > 

In cares, on public good intent ; 
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Or whether leifure hours invite 
To manly fports, or to refiri'd delight ; 
In courts refiding, or to plains retir'd, 
Where generous fteeds eonteft, with emulation fir'd ! 
II. 
Thee ftill fhe feeks, and tuneful fings thy name, 
As once fhe Theron fung, 
While with the deathlefs worthy's fame 
Olympian Pifa rung : 
- Nor lefs fublime is now her choice, 
Nor lefs infpir'd by thee her voice. 
And now fhe loves aloft to found 
The man for more than mortal deeds renown'd ; 
Varying anon her theme, (he takes delight 
The fvvrft-heel'd hoxfc to praife, and fmg his rapid flight. 
III. 
And fee ! the air-born racers ft art, 
Impatient of the rein ; 
Fader they run than flies the Scithian dart, 

Nor, faffing, print the plain ! 
The winds themfelvcs, who with their ftviftnefs vie f 

In vain their airy pinions ply ; 
So far in matchlefs fpeed thy courfers pafs 
Th* aetherial authors of their race. 
I. 
• And now a while the well-ftrain'd courfers breathe j 
And now, my Mufe, prepare 
Of olive leaves a twiftcd wreath 
To bind the vi&or 's hair. 

M 4 Pallas, 
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«« Alas ! were this fubdued, thoud'ft find 
« Millions of more fuch ftill behind j 
«« Which might employ, ev'n to eternity, 
*' Both you and all your whole fraternity.'' 



The PEASANT to Search of his HEIFER. 

A TALE AFTER M. DE LA FONTAINE. 

TT To befell: afillyfwain 
•*■ Had fought his heifer long in vain ; 
For wanton (lie had frifking ftray'd, 
And left the lawn, to feek the (hade, 
Around the plain he rolU his eyes, 
Then, to the wood, in hafte he hies; 
Where, fingling out the faireft tree, 
He climbs, in hopes to hear or fee. 

Anon, there chanc'd that way to pafs 
A jolly lad and buxom lafs : 
The place was apt, the paftime pleafant j 
Occafion with her forelock prefent : 
The girl agog, the gallant ready 5 
So lightly down he lays my lady. 
But fo (he turn'd, or fo was laid, 
That flie fome certain charms difplay'd, 
Which with fuch wonder flruck his fight 
(With wonder, much; more, with delight) 
That loud he cry'd in rapture, " What ? 
*« What fee I, gods ! What fee I not !" 

But 
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But nothing nam'd ; from whence 'tis guefo'd, 
•Twas more than well could be exprefs'd. 

The clown aloft, who lent an ear. 
Strait ftopt him lhort in mid career: 
Ancl louder cry'd, " Ho f honed friend^ 
** That of thy feeing feeftno end ; 
u Doft fee the heifer, that I feek ? 
'* If do "ft, pray be fo kind to fpeak. , » 

HOMER'S HYMN TO VENUS* 

CING, Mufe, the force and aN-infrrmingfirtf 

*^ Of Cyprian Venus, goddefs of defire : 

Her charms th' immortal minds of gods can move, 

And tame the ftubborn race of men to love. 

The wilder herds and raver.$.is bead of prey 

Her influence feel, and own her kindly fway. 

Through pathlefs Air> and boundlefs Ocean's fpace, 

She rules the feather'd kind and finny race ; 

Whole nature on herfole fupport depends, 

And far as life ex ids, her care extends. 

Of all the numerous hoft of gods above, 
But three are found inflexible to love. 
Blue-cy'd Minerva free prelerves his heart, 
A virgin unbeguil'd by Cupid's art j 
In (hining arms the martial maid delights, 
O'er war presides, and well-diiputed fights; 
With third of fame fhe firlt the hero fir'd, 
A ad fii it the ik.il! of ufef uLarts infpir'd i 

N fought 
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Taught artifts firft the carving tool to wield, 
Chariots with brafs to arm, and form the fencef ul (hield $ 
She firft taught modeft maids in early bloom 
To fhun the lazy life, and fpin, or ply the loom. 

Diana next, the Paphian queen defies, 
Her fmiling arts and proffer' d friendfliip flies : 
She loves, with well-mouth' d hounds and chearful horn 
Or filvcr-founding voice, to wake the mom, 
Towound the mountain boar,or roufe thewood-land deer ; 
To draw the bow, or dart the pointed fpear, 
Sdmetimes, of gloomy groves fhe likes the fhades, 
And there of virgin nymph the chorus leads j 

And fometimes feeks the town, and leaves the plains, 
And loves fbciety where virtue reigns. 

The third celeftial power averfe to love 
Js virgin Vefta, dear to mighty Jove ; 

Whom Neptune fought towed, and Phoebus woo'd; 

And both with fruitlefs labour long purfued ; 

For fhe, feverely chafte, reje&ed both, 

And bound her purpofe with atfolemn oath, 

A virgin life inviolate to. lead ; 

She fwore, and Jove aflenting bow'd his head. 

But fince her rigid choice the joys deny'd 

Of nuptial rites, and bleflings of a bride, 

The bounteous Jove with gifts that want fupply'd. 

High on a throne fhe fits amidft the ikies, 

And firft is fed with fumes of facrifice : 

For holy rites to Vefta firft are paid, 

And on her altar firft-fruit offerings laid; 

So Jove ordain'd in honour of the maid. > 

4 Thefe 
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Thefe are the powers above, and only thcfe, 
Whom Love and Chytherea's art difpleafe : 
Of other beings, none in earth or ikies 
Her force refifts, or influence denies. 
With eafe, her charms the thundcrer can bind. 
And captivate with love th* almighty mind : 
Ev'n he, whofe dread commands the gods obey. 
Submits to her, and owns luperior fway ; 
Enflav'd to mortal beauties by her power, 
He oft defcends, his creatures to adore ; 
While, to conceal the theft from Juno's eyes # 
Some well-diflemblcd fliape the gods belies. 
Juno, his wife and fitter, both in place 
And beauty, firft among th' astherial race ; 
Whom, all-tranfcending in fuperior worth, 
Wife Saturn got, and Cybele brought forth : 
And Jove, by never-erring counfel fway'd, 
The partner of his bed and empire made. 

But Jove at length, with juft refentment fir'd, 
The laughing queen herfelf with love infpir'd. 
Swift through her veins the fweet contagion ran, 
And kindled in her breaft defire of mortal man ; 
That ihe, like other deities, might prove 
The pains and pleafurcs of inferior love $ 
And not infultingly the gods deride, % 

Whofe fons were human by the mother's fide : 
Thus, Jove ordain'd fhe now for man mould burn, 
And bring.forth mortal offspring in her turn. 

Amongft the fprings which flow from Ida's head, *" 
His lowing herds the young Anchifes fed : 

N 2 Whefe 
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Whofe godlike form and face the imiling queen 

Dehcld, and lov'd tomadnefs foon as feen, 

To Cyprus lira it the wounded goddefs flies, 

^VhcrePaphiah temples in her honour rife, 

And altars (moke with daily facrifice. 

Soon as arriv'd, (he to her ihrinc rcpair'd, 

Where entering quick, the mining gates fhe barr'd. 

The ready Graces wait, her baths prepare, 

And oint with fragrant oils her flowing hair, 

Her flowing hair around her moulders fpn.ads, 

And all adotvn ambrofial odour fheds. 

l.aft, :.n tranfparent robes her limbs they fold, 

Earich'-d with ornaments of purdt gold. ' 

And thus attir'd, her chariots flic afcends, 

And, Cyprus left, her flight to Trov fhe bchds-. 

On Ida fhe alights, then leeks the feat 
Which lov'd Anchifes chofc for his retreat: 
And ever a? {he walk'd through lawn or wood, 
Promifaao.us herds of beaits admiring flood, 
Some humMy follow, while fome fawning meet, 
And lick the ground, and crouch beneath her ftct» 
Dogs, lions, wolves, and bears, their eyes unite, 
And the fw if t panther flops to gaze with fixM delight. 
For, every glance fhe gives, foft.fire imparts, 
Enkindling fweetdefire in favage hearts. 
Jnfiam'd with love, all fingfeout their mates, 
And to their fhady dens each pair retreats. 

Meantime the tent fhe fpies fo much deftr'd, 
$hw* htr Anchifes was alone star' A ; 

Whfc-; 
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Withdrawn from ail his friends and fellow-foams, 
Who fed their flocks beneath, and (ought the plains ; 
In pleating folitude the youth (he found. 
Intent upon his lyre's harmonious found. 
Before hi* eyes Jove's beauteous daughter food, 
In form and chefs, a huntrefs of the wood ; 
For had he (een the goddefs undifguis'd, 
The youth with awe and fear had been furpru'd* 
Fix'd he beheld her, and with joy admir'd 
To fee a nymph fo bright, and fo attir'o*. 
For from her flowing robe a luftre (pread. 
As if with radiant flames (he were array 'd ; 
Her hair in part difclos a, in part conceal'd, 
In ringlets fell, or was with jewel? held ; 
With various gold and gems her neck was gmcM, 
And orient pearls heav'd on her panting brcaft : 
Bright as the moon (he lhone, with fitent tight, 
And charm' d his fenft with wonder and delight. 

Thus while Anchifes gaz'd, through every veil* 
A thrilling joy he felt, and pleafing pain. 
At length he (pake — " All hatf, celvftial fair ! 
'?• Who humbly doft to vifit earth repair. 
" Whoe'tr thou art, defcended from above, 
" Latona, Cynthia, or the Queen of Love, 
" All hail ! all honour (hall to thee be paid ; 
" Or art thou* Themis ? or the f blue-cy'd maid ! 
4i Or, art thou faired of the Graces three, 
" Who with the gods marc immortality * 

* il» Goddtft of Equity and Ri^ht. f Pallas, 

" Ofc 
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44 Or elfe, fome nymph, the guardian of thefe woods, 

" Thefe caves, thefe fruitful hills, orcryftal floods? 

4i Whoe'er thou art, in fome confpicuous field, 

" I, to thy honour, will an altar build, 

44 Where, holy offerings I '11 each hour prepare ; 

" O prove but thou propitious to my prayer ! 

44 Grant me, among the Trojan race, to prove 

44 A patriot worthy of my country's love j 

" Blefs'd in myfelf, I beg I next may be 

" Blefs'd in my children and pofterity : 

44 Happy in health, long let me fee the fun, 

" And, lov'd by all, late may my days be done." 

He faid.— Jove's beauteous daughter thus reply'd, 

41 Delight of human-kind, thy fex's pride ! 

44 Honour'd Anchifes, you behold in me 

44 No goddefs blefs'd with immortality ; ' 

44 But mortal I, of mortal mother came, 

'* Otreus my father (you have heard the name) 

41 Who rules the fair extent of Phrygia's lands, 

4i And all her towns and fortrefles commands. 

" When yet an infant, I to Troy was brought, 

4i There was I nurs'd, and there your language taught; 

44 Then wonder, not, jf, thus inftru&ed young, 

41 I, like my own, can fpeak the Trojan tongue. 

" In me, one of Diana's nymphs behold ; 

" Why thusarriv'd, I (hall the caufe unfold. 

*' As late our fports we practised on the plain, 

« I and my fellow-nymph of Cynthia's train 

'« Dancing in chorus, and with garlands crown'd, 

" And by admiring crowds encompafs'd round, 

" Lot 
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•' Lo ! hovering o'er my head I few the god 
4 * Who Argus flew, and bears the golden rod : 
4t Sudden he fc'u'd, then bore me from their fight, 
" Cutting through liquid air his rapid flight. 
41 O'er many ftates and peopled towns we pafe'd, 
'• O'er hills and valleys, and o'er deferts wafte; 
" O'er barren moors, and o'er unwholefome fens, 
" And woods where beafts inhabit dreadful dens. 
** Through all which pathlefs way our ipeed was fuch, 
** We ftopt not once the face of earth to touch. 
«' Meantime he told me, while through air we fled, 
41 That Jove ordain'd I fhould Anchifes wed, 
*' And with illuftrious offspring blefs his bed: 
«' This faid, and pointing to me your abode, 
lt To heaven again up-foar'd the fwift-wing'd God ; 
*» Thus, of neceflity, to you I come, 
'* Unknown, and loft, far from my native home. 
" But I conjure you, by the throne of Jove, 
" By all that's dear to you, by all you love, 
4t By your good parents (for no bad could e'er 
" Produce a fon fo graceful, good, and fair) j 
" That you no wiles employ to win my heart, 
4t But let me hence an untouched maid depart 5. 
" Inviolate and guiltlefs of your bed, 
*' Let me be to your houfe and mother led. 
*' Me to your father and your brothers Ihow, 
«« And our alliance firft let them allow : 
«' Let me be known, and my condition own'd, 
" And no.une^ual match I may be found. 

M4 "EqvaXty 
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«• Fquality to them my birth may claim, 
" Worthy a daughter's or a lifter's name, 
* * Though for your wife, of too inferior fame. 
" Next t let ambaflfadors to Phrygia hafte, 
*' To tell my rather of my fortunes pafs'd, 
*' And ^eafe my mother in that anxious fiate, 
•' Of doubts and fears, which cares for me create. 
«• They in return fhall prefects bring from thence 
** Of rich attire, and fums of gold immenfe : 
" You in peculiar mall with gifts be grae'd, 
•' In price and beauty far above the reft. 
•' This done, perform the rites of nuptial lov*, 
" Grateful to men below, and Gods above." 
She laid, and from her eyes mot fubtie fires, 
Which to his heart infinuate defires. 
Refiftlefs love invading thus his breaft, 
The panting youth the fmiling queen addrefs'd : 
*' Since mortal you, of mortal mother came, 
«* And Otreus you report your father's name ; 
** And fince th' immortal Hermes from above, 
•' To execute the dread commands of Jove, 
*• Your wondrous beauties hither has conveyed, 
** A nuptial life with me henceforth to fead : 
** Know, now, that neither gods nor men have power 
•* One minute to defer the happy hour, 
•< Thit inftant will I feize upon thy charms, 
" Mix with thy (bul, and melt within thy arm* : 
«« Though Phoebus, arm'd with his unerring dart, 
? Stood ready to transfix my panting heart ; 

"Though 
3 
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<« Though Death, though Hell, in confluence attend, 
*' Thou ihalt with me the genial bed afcend." 

He iaid, and fudd*a (hatched her beauteous hand; 
The goddefs fmil'd, nor did th' attempt withftand r 
But Ex'd her eyes upon the hero's bed* 
"Where (oft and filken coverlets were fpread, 
And over all a counterpane was plac'd, . 
Thick fown with furs of many a favage beaft, 
-Of bears and lions, heretofore his fpoil ; 
•And iiill remained the trophies of his toil. 

Now to afcend the bed they both prepare, 
A nd he with eager hafte difrobes the fair. 

Her fparkling necklace, firft, he laid afide ; 
Her bracelets next, and braided hair unty'd : 
And now, his bufy hand her zone unbrae'd, 
Which girt her radiant robe around her waftej 
Her radiant robe at laft afide was thrown, 
Whole rofy hue with dazzling luftre ihone. 

The Queen of Love the. youth rims di&rray'd, 
And on a chair of gold her veftrocnts laid. 
Anchifcs now (fo Jove and fate ordain'd) 
The fweet extreme of ecflafy attain'd; 
And mortal he, was like th' immortals blefs'd, 
Not confeious of the goddefs he poflefs'd. 

But when the fwains their flocks and herds had fed,1 
And from the flowery field returning,. M. 
Their (heep to fold, and oxen to the fhcdj 
In foft and pleafing chains of fleep profound, 
The wary goddefs her Anchifcs bound ; 

Tfcen 
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Then gently rifing from his fide and bed, 
In all her bright attire her limbs array'd. 

And now, her fair-crown'd head aloft ihe real's, 
Nor more a mortal, but herfelf appears : 
Her face refulgent, and majeftic mien, - 
Confefs'd the goddefs, Love's and Beauty's Queen. 

Then thus, aloud, (he calls : " Anchifes, wake ; 
44 Thy fond repofe and lethargy forfake : 
41 Look on the nymph who late from Phrygia came, 
4t Behold me well — fay, if I feem the fame." 

At her firft call, the chains of ileep were broke, 
And, darting from his bed| Anchifes woke : 
But when he Venus view'd without difguife, 
Her mining neck beheld, and radiant eyes ; 
Aw'd and abaih'd, he turn'd his head afide, 
Attempting with his robe his face to hide, 
Confus'd with wonder, and with fear opprefs'd, 
In winged words, he thus the Qticen addrefs'd : 

" When firft, O Goddefs, I thy form beheld, 
" Whofe charms fo far humanity excell'd ; 
" To thy celeftial power my vows I paid, 
" And with humility implor'dlhy aid : 
" But thou, for fecrct caufe to me unknown, 
41 Didft thy divine immortal {late diibwn. 
" But now, I beg thee by the filial love 
"• Due to thy father, .£gis-bearing Jove, 
*' Compaffion on my human ftate to mow ; 
♦' Nor let me lead a life infirm below ; 
'• Defend me from the woes which mortals wait, 
" -Nor let me {hare of men the common fate ; 

" Since 
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* c Since never man with length of days was bleft, 
*' Who in delights of love a deity poiTefs'd." 

To him, Jove's beauteous daughter thus replied : 
" Be bold, Anchifes j in my love confide : 
" Nor me, nor other pod, thou need'ft to fear, 
" For thou to all the heavenly race art dear. 
" Know, from our loves, thou malt a fon obtain, 
" Who over all the realm of Troy mall reign j 
"•From whom a race of monarchs fhall defeend* 
u And whofe pofterity mall know no end. 
" To him thou fhait the name iEneas give, 
•*- As one, for whofe conception I muft grieve, 
" Oft as I think, he to exift began , t 

€t From my conjunction with a mortal man." 

But Troy, of all the habitable earth, 
To a fuperior race of men gives birth j 
Producing heroes of th' <etherial kind, 
And next refembling gods in form and mind. 

From thence great Jove to azure Ikies convey'd 4 
To live with gods, the lovely Ganymede. 
Where, by th* immortals honour'd (ftrange to fee t) . 
The youth enjoys a blefs'd eternity. 
In bowls of gold he ruddy ne&ar pours. 
And Jove regales in his unbended hours. • 

Long did the King, his fire, his abfence mourn, 
Doubtful by whom, or where, the boy was borne t • * 
Till jGve at length, in pity of his grief, •# 

Difpatch'd Argicides to his relief ; 
And, more with gifts to pacify his mind, 
He fent him horfes of a deathlefs kind, 
Whofe feet outftript in fpeed the rapid wind. 

Charging 
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Charging withal fwift Hermes to relate 
The youth's advancement to a heavenly tfa*e f 
Whew ail his hou*-s are paft'd in circling ioy, 
Which age can ne'er decay, nor death defrroyv 
Now, when this embafry the King receives, 
No more for abfort Ganymede he grieves ; 
The plcafing news his aged heart revives, 
And with delight his {wift-hreJ'd fteeds he drircs» 

** But when the goJden-thron'd Aurora made 
" Tithonus partner of her rofy bed, 
*' (Tithonus too was of the Troian line, 
«« Reiemblrng gods in face and form divine) 
" For him (he ftrait the thundercr addrefs'd, 
** That with perpetual lire he might be blcfs'd : 
" Jove heard her prayer, and granted her requcft, 
«* But ah ! how ra(h was fhe, how indiicieet ! 
•« The moft material bletfing to omit ? 
" Negleding, or not thinking to provide, 
" That length of days might be with ftrength fiipplied ; 
*' And to her lover's endlefs life, engage 
«• Anendleis youth, incapable of age. 
" But hear what fate befell this heavenly fair, 
" In gold entbron'd, the brighteft child of air. 
" Tithonus, while of pleating youth poffels'd, 
*' Is by Aurora with delight carefs'd ; 
•' Dear to her arms, he in her court refides, 
" Beyond the verge of earth, and ocean's utmoft tides. 

" But when (he law grey hairs begin to fpread* 
•"Deform his beard, and diiadorn his head, 

**TTte 
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** The goddefs cold in hei embraces grew, 

*• His arms declined, and from his bed withdrew; 

*' Yet (Hll a kind of nurfing care (he fbow'd, 

" And food ambrofiar, and rich cloaths bcliow'd : 

** But when of age he felt the fad extreme, 

*« And every nerve was (hrunk, and limb was lame* 

41 Lock'd in a room her uklefs fpoufe (he left, 

** Of youth, of vigour, and of voice bereft. 

* c On terms like thefe, I never can defire 

M Thou fhould'ft to immortality afpire. 

" Could'ft thou indeed, as now thou art, remain, 
* c Thy ftrength, thy beauty, and thy youth retain* 
*• Could'ft thou forever thus my huiband prove, 
■*• I might live happy in thycndlefs love; 
4< Nor fhould I e'er have caufe to dread the dav, 
4 * When I muft mourn thy lofs and life's decay* 
*' But thou, alas ! too foon and furemuft bend 
u Beneath the woes which painful age attend ; 
•' Inexorable age ! whole wretched ftare 
«• All mortals dread, and ail immortals hate. 

" Now, know, I alfo mud my portion (hare* 
* l And for thy fake reproach and (hame muft bear. 
** For I, who heretofore in chuins of love 
*' Could, captivate the minds of gods above, 
«' And force them, by my alMubdujrg charms, 
u To figh and languifh in a woman's arms : 
** Muft now no more that power fuperior boaft, 
44 Nor tax with weaknefs the eclcftial hoft j 
4 \ Since I myfclf this dear amends have made, 
* Aadam atiaft by my own a$s betray d. 

* Erring 
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" Erring like them, with appetite dcprav'd, 
44 This hour* by thee, I have a fon conceiv'd ; 
" Whom hid beneath my zone, I muft conceal, 
*' Till Time his- being and my fhame reveal. 

" Him mall the nymphs who thefe fair woods adorn. 
" In their deep bofoms nurfe, as foon as born j 
" They nor of mortal nor immortal feed 
" Are faid to fpring, yet on Ambrofia feed, 
" And long they live, and oft in chorus join 
u With gods and goddefles in dance divine. 
" Thefe the Sileni court ; thefe Hermes loves, 
*' And their embraces feeks in fhady groves. 
" Their origin and birth thefe nymphs deduce 
" From common parent earth's prolific juice ; 
" With lofty firs which grace the mountain's brow, 
41 Or ample- fpreading oaks at once they grow * 
44 All have their trees allotted to their care, 
44 Whofe growth, duration, and decreafe they fhare. 
4( But holy are thefe groves by mortals held, 
44 And therefore by the ax are never fell'd. 
44 But when the fate of fome fair tree draws nigh, 
4t It firft appears to droop, and then grows dry j 
" The bark to crack and perifh next is feen, 
44 And laft the boughs it (heds, no longer greeny 
" And -thus the nymphs expire by like degrees, 
" And live and die coaeval with their trees. 

44 Thefe gentle nymphs, by my perfuanon won, 
44 Shall in their fweet recefles nurfe my fon j 
44 And when his cheeks with youth's firft blu flies glow, 
44 To thee the facred maids the boy (hall fhow. 
: . "More 
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44 More to inftrucl: thee, when five years {hall end, 
44 I will again to vifit thee dcfcend, 
44 Bringing thy beauteous fon to charm thy fight, 
44 Whofe godlike form fliall fill thee with delight ; 
'* Him will I leave thenceforward to thy care, 
44 And will that with him thou to Troy repair: 
" There, if enquiry (hall be made, to know 
44 To whom thou doft fo bright an offspring owe j 
44 Be fure thou nothing of the truth detect, 
44 But ready anfwer make as I direft. 
44 Say of a fylvan nymph the fair youth came, 
44 And Calycopis call his mother's name. 
44 For (hould'ft thou boaft the truth, and madly own 
44 That thou in blifs hadft Cytherea known, 
44 Jove would his anger pour upon thy head, 
44 And with avenging thunder ftrike thee de^ad. 
44 Now all is told thee, arid juft caution given, 
44 Be fecret thou, and dread the wrath of heaven." 

She (aid, and fudden foar'd above his fight, 
Cutting through liquid air her heavenward flight. 

All hail, bright Cyprian Queen ! thee firft I praifc* 
Then to Xbme other power transfer my-Jayi . ^ 
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ODE TO THE SUN, 

For the N E W - Y E A R, 1707. 

" Augur, & fulgente decorus arcu 

" Phoebus accept ufque novem Camaenis, 

" Qui falutari levat arte feffos 

" Corporis artus ; ■ . 

" A Item m in Luftrum meliufque femper 

" Proroget aevum." Hon. 

I. 

BEGIN, celeftial fource of light, 
To gild the new-revolving fphere ; 
And from the pregnant womb of night. 
Urge on to birth the infant year. 

O3 R«* 
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Rich with aufpicious luftre rife, 
Thou faired regent of the Ikies, 
Confpicuous with thy filver bow ! 
To thee, a god, 'twas given by Jove 
To rule the radiant orbs above, 
To Gloriana this below. 

II. 

With joy renew thy deftin'd face* 
And let the mighty months begin : 
Let no ill omen cloud thy face. 
Through all thy circle (mile ferene. 
While the ftern minifters of fate 
Watchful o'er pale Lutetia wait, 
To grieve the Gaul's perfidious head ; 
The hours, thy offspring heftvenly fair, 
Their whiteil wings fhould ever wear, , 

And gentle joys on Albion fhed. 
III. 

When Ilia bore the future fates of Rome, 
And the long honours of her race began, 
Thus, tq prepare the graceful age to come, 
They from thy flores in happy order ran. 
Heroes elected to the lift of fame, 
Fix'd the Aire columns of her rifing date : 
Till the loud triumphs of the }ulian name 
Render'd the glories of her reign compleat, 
Each year advane'd a rival to the reft» 
In comely fpoils of war, and great achievements dreft,- 

Say» 
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I. 

Say, Phoebus, for thy fearching eye 
Saw Rome the darling child of fate, 
When nothing equal here could vie 
In ftrength with her imperious flate j 
Say if high virtues there did reign 
Exalted in a nobler {train, 
Than in fair Albion thou haft feen : 
Or can her demi-gods compare 
Their trophies for fuccefsful war, 
To thofe that rife for Albion's Queen I 
II. 

When Albion firft majeftic fhcw'd 
High o'er the circling feas her head, 
Her the great Father fmiling view'd, 
And thus to brrght Vi&oria faid : 
Mindful of Phlegra's -happy plain, 
On which, fair nymph, you fix'd my reign, 
This ifle to you mall facred be j 
Her hand mall hold the rightful fcale, 
And crowns be vanquifh'd, or prevail, 
As Gloriana mall decree. 

III. 

Victoria triumph in thy great increafe ! 
With joy the Julian ftem the Tyber claims, 
Young Amnion's might the Granic waves confefs ; 
The Heber -had a Mars, a Churchill Thames : 
Roll, Sovereign of the frreams ! thy rapid tide, 
And bid thy brother floods revere the Queen, 
Whofe voice» the hero's happy hind- employ 'd 
*?© "feve the Danube, and fubdue the Seine - r 
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HI. 

But, Phoebus, god of numbers, high to raife 
The honours of thy art, and heavenly lyre, 
What Mufe is deftin'd to our fovereign's praife, 
Worthy her a6ta, and thy informing fire ? 
To him, for whom this fpringing laurel grows* 
Eternal on the topmoft heights of fame. 
Be kind, and all thy Helicon difclofe ; 
And all intent on Gloriana's name. 
Let filence brood o'er ocean, earth, and air, 
As when to victor Jove thou fung'ft the giants war. 
I. 

In fure records each mining deed. 
When faithful Clio fets to view, 
Pofterity will doubting read, 
And fcarce believe her annals true : ( 
The Mufes toil with art to raife 
Fictitious monuments of praife, 
When other actions they rehearfe ; 
But half of Gloriana's reign. 
That fo the reft may credit gain, 
Should pafs unregifter'd in verfe. 
II. 

High on its own eftabliiVd bafc 
Prevailing virtue's pleas 'd to rife ; 
Divinely deck'd with native grace* 
Rich in itfelf with folid joys : 
Ere Gloriana on the throne, 
Quitting for Albion' & reft her own* 

In 
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Uut when (Co Heaven ordains !) her failing ray 
DiftinguiftYd o'er the balance {hall prefide, 
W hi 1ft future kings her ancient {centre {Way, 
May her mild influence all their councils guide : ' 
To Albion ever confiant in her love, 
Of Sovereigns here the bcft, the brighten: ftar above* 
I. 
For lawlefs power, reclaim'd to right, 

And virtue rais'd by pious arms. 

Ixt Albion be thy fair delight, 

And {hield her (afe from threaten'd harms : 

With flowers and fruit her bofom fill, 

Let laurel rile on every hill 

Frefh as the firft on Daphne's brow : 

Inftruft her tuneful fons to fing, 

And make each vale with Paeans ring, 

To Blenheim and Ramillia due* 
IL 
Secure of bright eternal fame, 

With happy wing the Thcban fwan 

Towering from Pifa's facred ftream, 

Infpir'd by thee the fong began : 

Through delarts of unclouded light, 

When he harmonious took his flight, 

The gods conftrain'd the founding fpheres t 

Still Envy darts her rage in vain, 

The Iuftre of his worth to (lain, 

He growing whiter with his years. 

But 
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Thou, Phoebus, faw'ft the hero's face, 
When Mars had breath'd a purple grace, 
And mighty fury fill'd his 4>reaft : 
How like thyfelf, when to deftroy 
The Greeks thou didft thy darts employ, 
Fierce with thy golden quiver dreft ! 
III. 

Sudden, whilft banifli'd from his native land, 
Red with dimoneft wounds Bavaria mourn'd, 
The Chief, at Gloriana's high command, 
Like a rouz'd lion to the Maes return'd ; 
With vengeful fpeed the Britifli fword he drew, 
Unus'd to grieve his hoft with long delay ; 
Whilft wing'd with fear the force of Gallia flew ; 
As when the morning ftar reftores the day, 
The wandering ghofts of twenty thoufand (lain 
Fleet fullen to the (hades from Blenheim's mournful plaim. 
I. 

Britannia, wipe thy dufty brow, 
And put the Bourbon laurels on ; 
To thee deliver'd nations bow, 
And blefs the fpoils thy wars have won. 
For thee Bel Ion a points her fpear, 
And whilft lamenting mothers fear, 
On high her fignal torch difplays ; 
But when thy fword is fheath'd, again 
Obfequious (he receives thy chain, 
And fmooths her violence of face. 

II. Parent 
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II, 

Parent of arms ! for ever ftand 
With large increafe of fame rever'd, 
Whilft arches to thy faving hand 
On Danube's grateful banks are rear'd. 
Eugene, infpir'd to war by thee, 
Aufonia's weeping ftates to free, 
Swift on th' imperial eagle flies ; 
Whilft, bleeding, from his azure bed 
Th' afferted Iber lifts tys head, 
And fafe his Auftrian lord enjoys. 
III. 

I Britannia ! fix'd on foreign wars, 
Guiltlefs of civil rage extend thy name : 
The waves of utmoft ocean, and the ftars, 
Are bounds but equal to thy fovereign's fame. 
With deeper wrath-thy viftor lion roars, 
Wide o'er the fubje& world diffufing fear, 
Whilft Gallia weeps her guilt, and peace implores j ' 
So Earth, transfix'd by fierce Minerva's fpear, 
A gentler birth obedient did difclofe; 
And fudden from the wound eternal olives rofe. 
I. 

When with eftablifh'd freedom blefs'd, 
The globe to great Alcides bow'd, 
Whofe happy power reliev'd th' opprefs'd 
From lawlefs chains, and check'd the proud 5 
Mature in fame, the grateful gods 
Receiv'd him to their bright abodes : 

Where 
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Where Hebe crown'd his blooming joys ; 

Garlands the willing Mufes wove, 

And each with emulation ftrove 

T' adorn the Churchill of the flries. 
II. 
For Albion's Chief, ye facred Nine ! 

Your harps with generous ardour firing, 

With Fame's immortal trumpet join, 

And fafe beneath his laurel fing : 

When clad in vines the Seine fhall glide, 

And duteous in a fmoother tide 

To Britifh Seas her tribute yield ; 
Wakeful at Honour's fhrine attend, 

And long with living beams defend 

From night, the warrior's votive fhield. 
III. 
And, Woodftock, let his dome exalt thy fame, 
Great o'er thy Norman ruins be reftor'd j 
Thou that with pride doft * Edward's cradle claim, 
Receive an equal hero for thy lord : 
Whilft every column to record their toils 
Eternal monuments of conqueft wears, 
And all thy walls are drefs'd with mingled fpoils, 
Gather'd on fanVd Ramillia and Poi&iers, 
High on thy tower the grateful flag difplay, 
Due to thy Queen's reward, and Blenheim's glorious dar. 

* The Black Prince. 

FLORE- 
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F L O R E L I O. 

A PASTORAL. 

Lamenting the Death of the late 

MARQJJIS OF BLAND FORD. 

A SK not the caufe why all the tuneful fwains, 
-*■ * Who us'd to fill the vales with tender ftiains,, 
In deep defpair neglect the warbling reed, 
And all their bleating flocks refufe to feed. 
A(k not why greens and flowers Ho late appear 
To cloath the glebe, and deck the fpringing year ; 
Why founds the lawn with loud laments and cries, 
Andfwoln with tears to floods the rivulets rife : 
The fair Florelio now has left the plain, 
♦And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britifh fwain* * 

For thee, lov'd youth ! on every vale and lawn, 
The nymphs and all thy fellow-fliepheids moan. 
The little birds now ceafe to fing and love, 
Silent they fit, and droop on every grove : 
No mounting lark now warbles on the wing, 
Nor linnets chirp to chearthe Allien fpring : 
Only the melancholy turtles coo, 
And Philomel by night repeats her woe. 
O, charmer of the ihades ! the tale prolong, 
Nor let the morning interrupt thy fon£: 

. Or 
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Or foftly tune thy tender notes to mine, 

Forgetting Tereus, make my forrows thine. 

K«w the dear youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who wasthegrace, of every Britifh fwain. 

Say, all ye ftiades, where late' he us'd to reft, 
If e'er your beds with lovelier fwain werepreit j 
Say, all ye filverftreams, if e'er ye bore 
The image of fo fair a face before. 
But now, ye ftreams, aflift me whilft I mount, 
For never muft the lovely fwain return ; 
And, as thefe flowing tears increafe your tide, 
O, murmur for the fhepherd as ye glide : 
Be fure, ye rocks, while I my grief difcloie, 
.Let your fad echoes lengthen out my woes : 
Ye breezes, bear the plaintive accent on, 
And, whifpering, tell the woods Florelio's gone. 
For ever gone, and left the lonely plain, 
And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Briti<hf\vai». 

Ripe ftrawberries for thee, and peaches grew, 
Sweet to the tafte, and tempting red to view. 
For thee the rofe put fvveeter purple on, * 

Preventing, by her hafte, the fummer-fun. 
But now the flowers all pale and blighted lie, 
And in cold fweats of fickly mildew die. 
Korean the bees fuck from the fhrivel'd blooms 
^Etherial fweets, toftore their golden combs. 
Oft' on thy lips they would their labour leave, 
And fwceter odours from thy mouth receive : 
Sweet as the breath of Flora, when (he lies 
In jafmine fhades, and for young Zephyr fighs. 

* But 
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!Bat now thofe lips are cold ; relentlefs death 
Hath chiU'd their charms, and ftopt thy balmy breath* 
Thofe eyes, where Cupid tipp*d his darts with fire, _ 
And kindled in the.coldeft nymphs defire, 
Robbd of their beams, in everlafting night 
Are clos'd, and give us woes as once delight : 
And thou, dear youth, haft left the lonely plain, 
And art the grief, who wcrt the grace, of every Britifh fwadL 

As in his bower the .dying fhepherd lay, 
The fhepherd yet fo young, and once fo gay ! 
The nymphs that fwim the ftream, and range the wood, 
And haunt the flowery meads, around him flood. 
There tears down each fair cheek unbounded fell, 
And, as he gafp'd, they gave a fad farewel. 
Softly, they cry'd, as fleeptng flowers are clos'd 
By night, be thy dear eyes by death compos 'd :* 
A gentle fall may thy young beauties have, 
And golden {lumbers wait thee in the grave : 
Yearly thy hearfe with garlands we'll adorn, 
And teach young nightingales for thee to mourn ? 
Bees love the blooms, the flocks the bladed grain 1 , 
Kor lefs wcrt thou belov'd by every fwain. 
Come, fhepherd s, come, perform the funeral du*^ 
For he was ever good and kind to you : 
On every fmootbeft beech, in every grow, 
In weeping chara&ers record your lovt. 
And as in memory of Adonis (lain, 
When for the youth the Syrian maids complain,; 
His river, to record the guilty day, 
With freflily bleeding purple ftains the fea :< 
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So thou, dear Cam, contribute to our woe, 

And bid thy ftream in plaintive murmurs flow : 

Thy head with thy own willow boughs adorn, 

And with thy tears fupply the frugal urn. 

The fwains their iheep, the nymphs (hall leave the lawn ,- 

And yearly on their banks renew their moan : 

His mother, while they there lament, fhall be 

The queen of love, the lov'd Adonis he : 

On her, like Venus, all the Graces wait, 

And he too like Adonis in his fate ! 

For frefh in fragrant youth he left the plan, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britimfwain. 

No more the nymphs, that o'er the brooks preiide, 
Drefs their gay beauties by the cryftal tide; 
Nor fly thewintery winds, nor fcorching fun, 
Now he, for whom they flrove to charm, is gone. 
Oft' they beneath their reedy coverts figh'd, 
And look'd, and long'd, and for Florelio dy*d. 
Of him they fang, and with foft ditties drove 
To (both the pleaiing agonies of love. 
But now they roam, diftraftcd with defpair, , 

And cyprefs, twin'd with mournful willows, wear* 
Thus, hand in hand, around his grave they go, 
And faffron-buds and fading lilies ftrow, 
With fprigs of myrtle mixM, and fcattering cry, 
So fweet and foft the lhepherd was ! fo foon decreed to die ! 
There frefh, in dear remembrance of their woes, 
His name the young anemonies difclofe : 
Nor ftrange they fhould a double grief avow, 
1 Venus wept, and Paftcrella now. 

i Brtatht 
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Breathe foft, ye winds ! long let them paint the plain, 

Unhurt, untooch'd by every pafling Twain. 

And when, ye nymphs, to make the garlands gay, 

With which ye crown the Miftrefs of the May : 

Ye (hall thefe flowers to bind her temples take, 

O pluck them gently for Florelio's fake ! 

And when through Wood flock's green retreats ye ftray, 

Or Althrop's flowery vales invite to play $ 

O'er which young Paftorclla's beauties bring 

Elyfium early, and improve the fpring : 

When evening gales attentive filence keep, 

And heaven its balmy dew begins to weep, f 

By the foft fall of every warbling ftream, 

Sigh your fad airs, and blefs the fhepherd's name : 

There to the tender lute attune your woe, 

While hyacinths and myrtles round ye grow. 

So may Sylvanus ever 'tend your bowers, 

And Zephyr brum the mildew from the flowers I 

Bid all the fvvans from Cam and Ifis hafte, 

In the melodious choir to breathe their laft. 

O Colin, Colin* could I there complain 

Like thee, when young Philifides was (lain ! 

Thou fweet frequenter of the Mufes* ftream ! 

Why have I not thy voice, or thou my theme ? 

Though weak my voice, though lowly be my lays, 

They (hall be facred to the fhepherd's praife ; 

To him my voice, to him my lays belong, 

And bright Myrtilla now muft live unfung : 

Even fhc, whofe artlefs beauty blefs'd me more 

Than ever Twain was blcfs'd by nymph before; 

P a While 
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While every tender figh to feal our blifs, 

Brought a kind vow, and every vow a kifs : 

Fair, chafte, and kind, yet now no more can move. 

So much my grief is ftronger than my love : 

Now the cjcar youth has left the lonely plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiflifwain. 

As when fome cruel hind has borne away 
The turtle's neft, and made the young his prey, 
Sad in her native grove {he fits alone, 
There hangs her wings, and murmurs out her moan. 
So the bright fhepherdefs, who bore the boy, 
Ecneath a baleful yew docs weeping lie ; 
Nor can the fair the weighty woe fuftain, 
But bends, like rofes crufh'd with falling rain ; 
Nor from the filent earth her eyes removes, 
That, weeping, languifh like a dying dove's. 
Not fuch her look (fevere reverfe of fate !) 
When little Loves in every dimple fate j 
And all the Smiles delighted to refort 
On the calm heaven of her foft cheeks to fport : 
Soft as the clouds mild April evenings Avtar, 
Which drop rYefli flowrets on the youthful year. 
The fountain's fall can't lull her wakeful woes, 
Nor poppy-garlands give the nymph repofe : 
Through prickly brakes, and unfrequented groves, 
O'er hills ami dales, and craggy cliffs, me roves. 
And when the fpics, beneath fome filent ifeadc, 
The dailies prefs'd, where late his limbs were laid, 
To the cold print there clofc (he joins her face, 
And all with gv*ft>k\g tears bedews the gsa£». 

4 - - There 
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There with loud plaints fhe wounds the pitying ikies, 

And, oh ! return, my lovely youth, fhe cries ; 

Return, * Florelio, with thy wonted charms 

Fill the loft circle of my longing arms. 

Ceafe, fair affliction, ceafe ! the lovely boy 

In death's cold arms muft pale and breathlefs lie. 

The Fates can never change their firft decree, 

Or Cure they would have changed this one for thee. 

Pan for his Syrinx makes eternal mean, 

Ceres her daughter loft, and thou thy foo. 

Thy fon for ever now has left the plain, 

And is the grief, who was the grace, of every Britiihfvvain. 

Adieu, ye mofly caves, and fhady groves. 
Once happy fcenes of our luccefsful loves : 
Ye hungry herds, arid bleating flocks, adieu ! 
Flints be your beds, and browze the bitter yew. 
Two lambs alone mall be my charge to feed, 
For yearly on his grave two lambs fhall bleed. 
This pledge of lading love, dear made, receive* 
'Tis all, alas; a Ihepherd's love can give ! 
But grief from its own power will fet me free, 
Will fend me loon a willing ghoft: to thee? : 
Cropt in the flowery fpring of youth, I'M go 
With hafty joy to- wait thy fhade below : 
In ever-fragrant meads, and jafmine -bowers 
We'll dwell, and all Elyfium (hall be ours. 
Where citron groves aethereal odours breath*, ' • ' r 
And ftreams of flowing cryftal purl beneath ; 
Where all are ever y*>ung, and heavenly fair; • 
As here above thy lifter Graces are. 

P 3 AN 
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AN ODE. 

I. 
TT7.H AT an thou. Life, whofe flay we court ? 

What is thy rival death we fear ? 
Since we 're but fickle Fortune's fport, 
Why fhould (he wi(h t* inhabit here, 
And think the race we find Co rough too fhort ? 

II. 
' While in the womb we forming lie, 
While yet the lamp of life difplays 
A doubtful dawn with feeble rays, 
New iflumg from Non-entity ; 
The flicll of fleih pollutes with (in 
Its gem; the foul, juft enter'd in ; 
And, by tranfmitted vice defiTd, 
The fiend commences with the child. 

III. 
In this dark region future fates are bred, 

And mines of fecret ruin laid : 

Hot fevers here long kindling lie. 

Prepaid witji flaming whips to rage. 

And lafli on lingering deftiny, 
Whene'er excefs has fiVd our riper age. 
Here brood in infancy the gout and (tone, 
Fruits of our fathers' follies, not our own. 
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Ev'n with our nouri foment we death receive, 
For here our guiltlefs mothers give 

Poifon for food when firft we lire. 
Hence noilbme humours * fweat through every pore, 
And blot us with an undiftinguifh'd fore : 
Nor, mov'd with beauty, will the dire difeafe* 

Forbear on faultlefs forms to feize ; 

But vindicates the good, the gay, 

The wife, the young, its common prey. 
Had all, conjoin d in one, had power to fave", 
The Mufes had not wept o'er Blandford's grave. 
IV. 

The fpark of pure aetherial light 

That actuates this fleeting frame, 
Darts through the cloud of flefii a fickly flame, 
And fecms a glow-worm in a winter-night. 

But man would yet look wondrous wife. 

And equal chains of thought devifc ; 

Intends his mind on mighty fchemes, 

Refutes, defines, confirms, declaims ; 

And diagrams he draws, t' explain 

The learn'd chimeras of his brain ; 
And, with imaginary wifdorn proud, 
Thinks on the goddefs while he clips the cloud. 

V. 
Through Error's mazy grove, wffch fruitlefs toil, 

Perplex'd with puzzling doubts we roam ; 

Falfe images our light beguile, 

But ftilj we (tumble through the gloom, 

* The fmail-pox. A*<1 
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And fcience feek, which (till deludes die mind* 

Yet, more enamour* d with the race, 
\Vith difproportion'd (peed we urge the chace r 
In vain ! the various prey no bounds reftrain ; 
^Fleeting it only leaves, t* increafe our pain, 
A cold unfatfcfying (cent behind. 
VI. 

Yet, gracious God ! prefumptuous man 

With random gttefles makes pretence 

To found thy fearchlefs providence 

From which he firft began : 

Like hooded hawks we blindly tower, 
And circumfcribe, with fancy'd laws, thy power* 

Thy will the rolling orbs obey, 

The moon, prefiding o'er the fca, 

Governs the waves with equal (way r 

But man perverfe, and kwlefe (till, 

Boldly runs counter to thy will ; 

Thy patient thunder he defies $ 

Lays down falfe principles, and mov*t 

By what his vicious choice approves ; 
And, when he 's vainly wicked, thiuks he >• *ifc» 
VII. 

Return, return, too long mifled r 

With filial fear adore thy God : 

Ere the vaft deep of heaven was fpread, 

Or body firft In fpacc abode, 
Clones ineffable adom'd his head. 
U nn umber' d (ciaptu round the burning throne, 
Sung to th' incompwhenjibk Thrcc-Onc ; 

Yet 



Yet then his clemency did pleafe 

With lower forms V augment his train. 

And made thee, wretched creature, Man, 

Probationer of happi ncfs . 
V11I. 
On the vaft ocean of his- wonders here, 

We momentary bubbles ride, 

Till, crufh'd by the tempeftuous tide, 
Sunk in the parent flood we difappear : 
We, who fo gawdy on the waters fhone, 
Proud, like the fliowery bow, with beauties not our own* 

IX. 
But, at the fignal given, this earth and fea 

Shall fet their deeping vaflals free ; 

And the belov'd of God, 

The Faithful, and the Juft, 

Like Aaron's chofen rod, 

Though dry, ftalt bioffom in the d»ft : 
Then, gladly bounding from their dark reftraintajj 
The fkeletons fhall brighten into faints, 
And, from mortality refin'd, fhall rife 
To meet their Saviour coming in the fties : 
Inftru&ed then by intuition, we 
Shall the vain efforts of our wifdom fee 5 

Shall then impartially confefs 

Our demonftration was but guefs ; 
That Knowledge, which from human reafon flows* 

Unlefs Religion guide its courfe, 

And Faith her fteady mounds oppofe, 
2s Ignorance at. beft, and often wotf*. 

PART 
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PART OF THE 

FOURTEENTH CHAPTER OF ISAIAH 
PARAPHRASED. 

"M"°W has th' Almighty Father, feated high 
■" In ambient glories from th' eternal throne 
Vouchfaf'd companion; and th' afflictive power 
jias broke, whofe iron fecptre long had bruis'd 
The groaning nations. Now returning Peace, 
Dove-ey'd, and rob'd in white, the blifsful land 
Deigns to re-vifit; whilft beneath her ftcps 
The foil, with civil (laughter oft' manur'd, 
Pours forth abundant olives. Their high tops 
The cedars .wave, exulting o'er thy fall, 
Whofe Heel front the tall monarch of the grove 
Sever'** the regal honours, and up tore 
The fcions blooming in the parent fhade. 

When vehicled in flame, thou flow didft pafs 
Prone through the gates of night, the dreary realms 
With loud acclaim receiv'd thee. Tyrants old 
{Gigantic forms, with human blood befmear'd) 
Rofe from their thrones ? for thrones they ftill poflbfs, 
Their penance and their guilt : Art thou, they cry, 
O emuious of our crimes, here doom'd to reign 
Aflbciate of our woe ? Nor com'ft thou girt 
With Hvery'd flaves, or hands of warrior-knights, 
Which erft before thee flood, a flattering crowd , 

Obiemnt 
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Obfervant of thy brow ; nor hireling quires 
Attempering to the harp their warbled airs, 
Thy panegyric chaunt ; but, hufiYd in death, 
Like us thou ly'ft unwept j a corfe obfeene 
With dull, and preying worms, bare and defpoil'd 
Of ill-got pomp. We hail thee our compeer ! 

How art thou with diminilh'd glory fall'n 
From thy proud zenith, fwift as meteors glide 
Aflope a fummer-eve ! Of all the ftars 
Titled the firft and faircft, thou didft hope 
Tq ihace diyinity, or haply more, 
Elated as fupreme when o'er the North 
Thy bloody banners ftream'd, to rightful kings 
Portending ruinous downfal ; wondrous low, 
Opprobrious and detefted art thou thrown, 
Difrob'd of all thy fplendors : round thee iland* 
The fwarming populace, and with fix'd regard 
Eyeing thee pale and breathlefs, fpend their rage 
In taunting fpeech, and jovial aft. their friends, 
Is this The Mighty, whoie imperious yoke 
We bore reluctant, who to de&rt wilds 
And haunts of favages transformed the marts. 
And capital cities raz'd, pronouncing thrall 
Or exile on the peerage ? How becalm'd 
The tyrant lies, whofe noftrils us'd to breathe 
Tempefts of wrath, and (hook eftablilh'd thrones ! 

In folemn ftate the bones of pious kings, 
Gathered to their great fires, are fafe repos'd 
Beneath the weeping vault : but thou, a branch 
Blafted and curs' d by heaven, to dogs and fowls 

Ait 



4io FENTON'S POEMS". 
Art doom'd a banquet ,» mingling fome remains 
With criminals unabfolv'd ; on all thy race 
Tranfmitting guilt and vengeance. From thy domes 
Thy children fkulk erroneous and forlorn, 
Fearing perdition, and for mercy fue 
With eyes uplift, and tearful. From thy feed 
The fccptre heaven refunies, by thee ufurp'd 
By guile and force, and fway'd with lawlefs rage. 

VERSES ON THE UNION. 

TH £ Gaul, intent on univerfal fway, 
Sees his own fubje&s with conftraint obey; 
And they who moft his rifing beams ador'd, 
Weep in their chains, and wifli another lord. 
But, if the Mufe not uninfpir'd prefage, 
Juftice fhall triumph o'er oppreffive rage : 
His power ihall be reclaim'd to rightful laws, 
And all, like Savoy, fhall defert his caufe. 
So when to diftant vales an eagle fleers, 
His fiercenefs nor difarm'd by length of years ; 
From his ftretchM wing he fees the feathers fly, 
Which bore him to his empire of the flty. 

Unlike, great Queen, thy fteps to deathlefs fames 
O beft, O greateft of thy royal name ! 
Thy Briton's j fam'd for arts, in battle brave, 
Have nothing now to cenfure, or to crave : ♦ 

Ev'n Vice and fa&ious Zeal are held in awe, 
Thy court a temple, and thy life akw. 

Whe* 
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When edg'd with terrors, by thy vengeful hand 
The fvvord is drawn to gore a guilty land ; 
Thy mercy cures the wound thy juftice gave, 
For 'tis thy lov'd prerogative to fave : 
And Victory, to grace thy triumph, brings 
Palms in her hand, with healing in her wings. 
But as mild heaven on Eden's op'ning gems 
Beftow'd the balraieft dews, and brighteft beams t 
So, whilft remctdt climes thy influence (hare, 
Britain 's *he darling object of thy care : 
By thy wife councils, and refiftlefs might, 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Before thou bid'ft the diftant battles ceafc* 
Thy piety cements domeftic peace 5 
Impatient of delay to fix the ftatc, 
Thy dove brings olive ere the waves abate. 
Hail, happy filter- lands ! for ever prove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love; 
Kindled from heaven, be your aufpicious flam* 
As 1 ailing, and as bright, as Anna's fame ! 
And thou, fair northern nymphs, partake our toil, 
With us divide the danger, and the fpoil j 
When. thy brave fans, the friends oT Mars avow'd, 
In Heel around our Albion ilandards crowd ; 
What wonders in the war (hall now be mown * 
JBy her, who frjgle (hook the Gallic throne ! 

The day draws nigh, in which the warrior-queen 
Shall wave her union-crones o'er the Seine s 
Rouz'd with heroic warmth unfult before, 
Her lions with redoubled fury roar j 

And 
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And urging on to feme, with joy behold 
The woody walks in which they rang'd of old. 
O Louis, long the terror of thy arms 
Has aw'd the continent with dire alarms ; 
Exulting in thy pride, with hope to fee 
Empires and ftates derive their power from thee j 
From Britain's equal hand the fcale to wreft, 
And reign without a rival o*er the weft : 
But now the laurels, by thy rapine torn 
From Belgiam groves, in early triumphs borne ; 
Wither' d and leaflefs in thy winter Hand, 
Expos 'd a prey to every hoftile hand : 
By ftrange extremes of deftiny decreed 
To flourifli, and to fall with equal fpeed. 

So the young gourd, around the prophet's head 
With fwift encreafe her fragrant honours fpread ; 
Beneath the growing (hade fecurc he fate, 
To fee the towers of Ninus bow to fate ; 
But, curs'd by heaven, the greens began to fade, 
And> fickening, fudden as they rofe, decay 'd. 



CUPID AND HYMEN. 

CUPID refign'd to Sylvia's care 
His bow, and quiver ftorM with darts 5 
Commiflioning the matchlefs fair, 
To fill bis (brine with bleeding hearts. 



N» 
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His empire thus fecur'd, he flies 

To fport amid th' Idalian grove ; 
Whole feather'd choirs proclaim'd the joys, 

And blefs'd the pleafing power of love. 
The god their grateful fongs engage, 

To fpread his nets which Venus wrought j 
Whifll Hymen held the golden cage, 

To keep fecure the game they caught. 
The warblers, briflt with genial flame, 

Swift from the myrtle (hades repair $ 
A willing captive each became, 

And fweetlier carol'd in the mare. 
When Hymen had receiv'd the prey. 

To Cytherea's fane they flew ; 
Regardlefs, while they wing'd their way, 

How Allien all the fongftcrs grew. 
Alas ! no fprightly note is heard. 

But each with Client grief confumei j 
Though to celeftial food prefer'd, 

They pining drop their painted plumes* 
Cupid, afflicted at the change, 

To beg her aid to Venus run ; 
She heard the tale, nor thought it ftrangc* 

But, fouling, thus advis'd her fon : 
Tleafure grows languid with reibaint. 

Tis Nature's privilege to roam : ♦*^* 

If you'd not have your linnets faint. 

Leave Hymen with his cage at home* 

OLIVIA. 
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OLIVIA. 

I. 
/"A L I V I A's lewd, but looks devout, 
^^ And fcripture-proofs fhe throws about, 

When firft* you try to win her : 
Pull your fob of guineas out ; 
Fee Jenny firft, and never doubt 
. To find the faint a finner. 

II. 
Baxter by day is her delight : 
No chocolate muft come in fight 

Before two morning chapters : 
But, left the fpleen fhould fpoil her quite* 
She takes a civil friend at night 

To raife her holy raptures. 
III. 
Thus oft' we fee a glow-worm gay, 
At large her fiery tail difplay, 

Encourag'd by the dark : 
And yet the fullen thing all day 
Snug in the lonely thicket lay, 

And hid the native fpark. 
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TO A LADY, 

SITTING BEFORE HER GLASS. 

I. 

Q O fmooth and clear the fountain was 
•^ In which his face Narciflus fpy'd, 
When, gazing in that liquid glafs, 

He for himfelf defpair'd and dy*d : 
Nor, Chloris, can you fafer fee 
Your own perfections here than he. 

II. 
The lark before the mirror plays, 

Which fome deceitful fwain has fet } 
Pleas'd with herfelf fhe fondly ftays 

To die deluded in the net. 
Love may fuch frauds for you prepare, 
Yourfelf the captive, and the fnare. 

III. 
But, Chloris, whilft you there review 

Thofe graces opening in their bloom. 
Think how difeafe and age purfue, 

Your riper glories to confume : 
Then fighing you would with your glafs 
Could (hew to Chloris what fhe was. 

IV. 
Let Pride no more give Nature law, 

But free the youth your power endaves : 
Her form, like yours, bright Cynthia faw 
Reflected on the cryftal waves, 

O. Yet 
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Yet priz'd not all her charms above 
The pleafure of Endymion's love. 

V. 
No longer let vour glafs fupply 
* Too )\i& an emblem of your breaftj 
Where oft* to my deluded eye 

Love's image has appear'd impreft ; 
But play'd fo lightly on your mind, 
It left no lailing print behind. 

TO THE SAME. 
READING THE ART OF LOVE. 

^ITT H I L S T Ovid here reveals the various arjs, 

v * Both how to polilh, and dire£t their darts, 
Let meaner beauties by his rule improve, 
And read thefe lines to gain fuccefs in love : 
But heaven alone, that multiplies our race, 
Has power V increafe the conqueits of your face. 
The Spring, before he paints the rifing flowers, 
Receives mild beams, and foft defcending fhowers f 
But love blooms ever frefh beneath your charnls, 
Though neither Pity weeps, nor Kindnefs warms. . 

The chiefs who doubt fuccefs, aflert their claim 
By ftratagems, and poorly fteal a name : 
The generous * Son of Jove, in open fight, 
Made bleeding Victory proclaim his might : 

* Alexander, 

Llkt 
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Like him refiftlefs, when you take the field 
Love founds the fignal, and the world muft yield. 

THE FAIR NUN. 

A TALE. 

" — - Ire per ignes, 
" Et gladios auiim. Neque ad hoc tamen ignibus ulh\ 
" Aut gladiis opus. eft; opus eft mihi crine.^-" 

Ovid. Met. Lib. viil, 

TTT E (age Cartefians, who profefc 

v Ourfelves fworn foes to emptinefs, 
Aflert that fouls a tip-toe ftaad 
On what we call the Pineal Gland ; 
As weather-cqeks on ipires are plac'd, 
To turn the quicker with each blaft. 

This granted, can you think it ftrange 
We all (hould be fo prone to change j 
Ev*n from the go-cart till we wear 
A (attin cap i* th* elbow chair ? 
The follies that the child began, , 

Cuftom makes current in the man ; 
And firm by livery and feifin 
Holds the fee-fimple of his reafon. 

But ftill the gufts of love we find 
Blow ftrongeft on a woman's mind j 
Nor need I learnedly purfue 
The latent caufc, th'.cffed is true,, 

- Qj* lor 
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For proof of which, in manner ample, 
1 mean to give you one example. 

Upon a time (for fo my nurfe, 
Heaven reft net bones ! began difcourie) 
A lovely nymph, and juft nineteen. 
Began to languifh with the ipleen : 
She who had (hone at' balls and play 
In gold brocade extremely gay, 
All on a iudden grew pretife, 
Declaim'd againft the growth of vice, 
A very Prude in half a year, 
And moft belicv'd (he was fincere* 
Necklace of pearl no more the wears, 
That's (anftify'd to count her prayers : 
Venus, and all her naked Loves, 
The reformado nymph removes j 
And Magdalen, with faints and martyr*, 
Was plac'd in their refpe&ive quarters. 
Nor yet content, flie could not bear 
The ranknefs of the public air, 
*Twas (6 infected with the vice 
Of lufcious fongs, and lovers' figfas : 
So moft devoutly would be gone, 
And ftrait profefs herfelf a Nun. 

A youth of breeding and addrefs, 
And call him Thyrfis if you pleafe. 
Who had fome wealth to recompense 
His (lender divdend of fenfe ; 
Yet could with little thought and care 
Write tender things to pleafcthe fair ; 

* And 
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And then fucceffively did grow 
From a half-wit, a finim'd beau ! 
(For fops thus naturally rife, 
As maggots turn to butterflies) 
This (park, as ftory tells, before 
Had held with madam an amour, 
Wfcich he revolving to purfue, 
Eiaftly rook the proper cue? 
And on the wings of love he flies 
To Lady Abbefs in difguife, 
And tells her he had brought th' advowfon 
Of foul and body to difpofe on. 
Old San&ity, who nothing fear'd 
In petticoats without a beard, 
Fond of a pro&lytc, and fees, 
Admits the fox among the geefe. 

Here duty, wealth, and honour prove, 
Though three to one, too weak for Love j 
And to defcribe the war throughout 
Would make a glorious piece no doubt, 
Where moral virtues might be (lain, 
And rife, and fight, and fall again : 
Love mould a bloody myrtle wear, 
And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 
The Nun mould charge.— But I forbear. 

All human joys, though fweet in tailing, 
Are feldom (more's the pity !) lading : 
The nymph had qualms, her cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th' effects of zeal: 

<^3 But 
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But flic, poor (he, began to doubt, 

(Bell knowing what (he'd been about) 

The marriage earneft-penny lay 

And burnt her pocket, as we fay. 

She now invokes, to eafe her foul, 

The dagger, and the poifon'd bowl ; 

And, felf-condemn'd for breach of vow, A 

To lofe her life, and honour too/, 

Talk'd in as tragical a drain, as 

Your craz'd Monimia's and Roxana's. 

But as (he in her ceil lay (ighing, 
Diftraclcd, weeping, drooping, dying, 
The fiend (who never wants addrefs 
To fuccour damfels in diftrefs) 
Appearing, told her he perceiv'd 
The fatal caufe for which (he griev'd 5 
But promis'd her en cavafier, 
She (hould be freed from all her fear, 
And with her Thyrfis lead a life 
Devoid of all domeftic ftrife, 
If (lie would fign a certain fcrawl— - 
Aye, that (he would, if that was all, * 

She (ign'd, and he engag'd to do 
Whate'er (he pleas'd to fet him to. 

The critics mud excufe me now ; 
They both were freed, no matter how : 
For when we epic writers ufe 
Machines to difengage the Mufe, 
We're clean acquit of all demands, 
The matter 's left in abler hands' ; 

And 
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And if they cannot loofe the knot, 
Should we be cenfur*d ? I think not. 

The fcene thus alter'd, both were gay, 
For pomp and pleafures who but they, 
Who might do every thing but pray ? 
Madam in her gilt chariot flaunted, 
And Pug brought every thing fhe wanted ; 
A flave devoted to her will ; 
But women will be wavering ftill. 
Ev'n vice without variety 
Their fqueamifh appetites will cloy : 
And having ftol'n from Lady Abbefs 
One of our merry modern Rabbies, 
She found a trick fhe thought would pafs, 
And prove the devil but an afs. 

His next attendance happcn'd right 
Amidft a moonlefs ftormy night, 
When madam and her fpoufe together 
Guefs'd at his coming by the weather. 
He came : To-night, fays he, I drudge 
To fetch a heriot for a judge, 
A gouty nine- i'th* hundred knave; 
But, madam, do you want your flav* r' 
I need not prefently be gone, 
Becaufe the doctors have not done. 
A rofy vicar and a quack 
Repuls'd me in my lad attack : 
But all in vain, for mine he is; 
A fig for both the faculties. 

Q.,4 Th 
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The dame produc'd a (ingle hair, 
But whence it came I cannot fwear j 
Yet this I will affirm is true ; 
It curl'd like any bottle-fcrew. 
Sir Nic, quoth fhe, you know us all, 
We ladies are fantaftical : 
You fee this hair-— Yes, madam—Pray 
In prefence of my hufband ftay, 
And make it ftrait j or elfe you grant 
Our folemn league and covenant 
Is void in law. ---It is, I own it : 
And fo he fets to work upon it. 

He tries, not dreaming of a cheat, 
If wetting would not do the feat : 
And 'twas, in truth, a proper notion ; 
But (till it kept th' elaflic motion. 
Well ! more ways may be found than one 
To kill a witch that will not drown. 

If I, quoth he, conceive its nature, 
This hair has flouriflVd »igh the water. 
'Tis crifp'd with cold, perhaps, and then 
The fire will make it ftrait again. 
In hafte he to the fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it.. 
J-Jqjgh jingo, worfe than 'twas before ! 
The more it warms, it twirls the more. 
He ftamp'd his cloven foot, and chaf 'd j 
The hufband and the lady laugh'd. 

Howe'er he fancy'd Aire enough 
He fhould not find it hammer-proof. 

No 
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I^o Cyclops e'er at work was wanner, 
At forging thunder-bolts or armour, 
Than Satan was : but all in rain ; 
Again he beau. — It curls again ! 
At length he bellowM in a rage, 
This hair will take me op an age, 
This take an age ! the buJband fVore, 

Z ds ! Betty has five hundred more. 

More ! Take your bond, quoth Pug ; adieu, 
'Tis lofs of time to ply for you* 
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EPISTLE TO MR. SOUTH ERNE f 
FROM KENT, JANUARY *S, 1710-11. 

"O OLD is the Muie to leave her humble cell, 
•*-* And fing to thee, who know'ft to fing fo well s 
Thee ! who to Britain ftill prefenr'ft the crown, 
And mak'ft her rival Athens in renown. 
Could Sophocles behold in mournful ftate 
The weeping Graces on Imoinda wait j 
Or hear thy Ifabella's moving moan, 
Diftrefs'd and loft for vices not her own ; 
If envy could permit, he'd Aire agree 
To write by nature were to copy thee z 
So full, fo fair, thy images are fhown, 
He by thy pencil might improve his own* 

Tktre 
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There was an age (its memory will laft !) 
Before Italian airs debauch'd our tafte, 
In which the fable Mufe with hopes and fears 
FilPd every breaft, and every eye with tears. 
But where's that art which all our paffions rais'd, 
And mov'd the fprings of Nature as it pleas'd ? 
Our poets only praftife on the pit 
With florid lines, and trifling turns of wit. ' 
Howe'er 'tis well the prefent times can boaft 
The race of Charles's reign not wholly loft. 
Thy fcenes, immortal in their worth, (hall ftand 
Among the chofen claflics of our land : 
And whilft our fons are by tradition taught , 
How Barry fpoke what thou and Otway wrote, 
They'll think it praife to relifh and repeat, 
And own thy works inimitably great. 

Shakefpeare, the genius of our ifle, whofe mind 
(The univerfal t mirror of mankind) 
Exprefs'd all images, eniich'd the ftage, 
But fometimes ftoop'd to pleafe a barbarous age. 
"When his' immortal bays began to grow, 
Rude was the language, and the humour low : 
He, like die God of Day, was always bright, 
But rolling in its courfe, his orb of light 
Was fully 'd, and obfeur'd, though foaring high, 
With fpots contracted from the nether Iky. 
But whither is th/ adventrous Mufe betray'd ? 
Forgive her raihnefs, venerable fhade ! 
May Spring with purple flowers perfume thy urn, 
And Avon with" his greens thy grave adora : 

5' - Be 
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Be all thy faults, whatever faults there be, 
Imputed to the times, and not to thee. 

Some fcions (hot from this immortal root, ' 
Their tops much lower, and lefs fair the fruit, 
Jonfon the tribute of my verfc might claim, 
Had he not drove to blemifti Shakefpeare's name. 
But, like the radiant twin* that gild the fphere, 
Fletcher and Beaumont next in pomp appear : 
The firft a fruitful vine, in blooming pride, 
Had been by fuperfluity deftroy'd, 
But that his friend, judicioufly fevere, 
Pruned the luxuriant boughs with artful care ; 
On various founding harps the Mufes play'd, 
And fung, andquafF'd their ne&ar in the fhade. 

Few moderns in the lifts with thefe may ftand, 
For in thofe days were giants in the land : 
Suffice it now by lineal right to claim, 
And bow with filial awe to Shakefpeare's fame j 
The fecond honours are a glorious name. 
Achilles dead, they found no equal lord 
To wear his armour, and to wield his fword. 

An age moft odious and accurs'd enfued. 
Difcolour'd with a pious monarch's blood j 
Whofe fall when firft the tragic virgin faw, 
She fled, and left her province to the law. 
Her merry fifter ftill purfued the game, 
Her garb was alter'd, but her gifts the feme. 
She firft reform'd the- mufcles of her face, 
And learnt the folemn fcrew for figns of grace ; 

Then 
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Then circumcU'd her locks, and fWd her tone 
By humming to a tabor and a drone ; * 

Her eyes ihe difciplin'd prccifely right, 
Both when to wink, and how to turn the white - 
Thus banifli'd from the ftage, fhe gravely next * 
Aflum'd a cloak, and quibbled o'er a text. 
But when, by miracles of mercy fhown, 
Much-fuffering Charles regain'd his father's thron*, 
When peace a^d plenty overflow'd the land, 
She ftrait pull'd off her fatin cap and band'; 
Bade Wycherley be bold in her defence, 
With pointed wit, and energy of fenfe 
Etherege and Sedley join'd him in her caufe 
And all deferv'd, and all received, applaufe ' 
Reftor'd with lefs fuccefs, the Tragic Mufc 
Had quite forgot her ftylc by long difufe - 
She taught her Maximins to rant in rhyme, 
Miftakmg rattling nonfenfe for fublime » 
Till witty Buckingham reformed her taffe 
And fneering fliam'd her into fenfe at laft • 
But now relaps'd, (he dwindles to a fong 
And weakly warbles on an eunuch's tongue 9 
And with her minftrelfy may ftill remain 
Till Southerne court her to be great again. 
Perhaps the beauties of thy Spartan dame] 
Who (long defrauded of the public fame) 
Shall, with fuperior majefty avow'd, 
Shine like a goddefs breaking from a cloud : 
Once more may re-inftate her on the ftage, 
.. Her a&on graceful, and divine her rage. 

Arts 
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Art* have their empires, and, like other dates, 
Their rife and fall are govern'd by the Fates : 
They, when their period's meafur'd out by time, 
Tranfplant their laurels to another clime. 
The Grecian Mufe once fill'd with loud alarms 
The court of heaven, and clad the gods in arms;- 
The trumpet filcnt, humbly (he eflay'd 
The Doric reed, and fung beneath the (hade, 
Extoll'd a frugal life, and taught the fwains 
T' obferve the feafons, and manure the plains ; * 

Sometimes in warbled hymns (he paid her vow, 
Or wove Olympic wreaths for Theron's brow ; 
Sometimes on flowery beds (he lay fupine, 
And gave her thoughts a loofe to love and wine 1 
Or, in her fable dole and bufkins drefs'd, 
Shew'd vice enthron'd, and virtuous kings opprefs'd. 

The nymph dill fair, however pad her bloom, 
From Greece at length was led in chains to Rome : 
Whilft wars abroad and civil difcord reign'd. 
Silent the beauteous captive long remain'd j • 
That interval employ *d her timely care 
To (ludy, and refine the language there. 
She views with anguifh on the Roman ftage 
The Grecian beauties weep, the warriors rage j 
But mod thofe fcenes delight th' immortal maid, 
Which Scipio had revis'd, and Rofcius play'd. 
Thence to the pleadings of the gown (he goes 
(For Themis then could fpeak in polUh'd profe) 1 
Charm'd at the bar, amid th* attentive throng 
She bleft*d the Syren-power of Tully's tongue. 
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But when, Oftavius, thy fuccefsful fword 
Was (heath'd, and univerfal peace reftor*d, 
Fond of a monarch, to the court fhe came, 
And chofe a numerous choir to chant his. fame. 
Firft from the green retreats and lowly plains, 
Her Virgil foar'd fubjime in epic (trains ; 
His theme fo glorious, and his flight fo true. 
She with Maeonian garlands grae'd his brow ; 
Taught Horace then to touch the Leibian lyre, 
.And Sappho's fweetnefs join'd with Pindar's fine,. 
By Caefar's bounty all the tuneful train 
Enjoy'cI> and fung of Saturn's golden reign ; 
No genius then was left to live on praife, 
Or curs'd the barren ornament of bays ; 
On all her fons he call a kind regard, 
Nor could they write fo faft as he reward. 
The Mufe, induftrious to record his name 
In the bright annals of eternal fame, 
^ Prbfufe of favours lavifh'd all her (lore, 
And for 'one reign made many ages poor. 

Now frotn the rugged North unnumber'd fwarms 
Invade the Latian coafls with barbarous arms j 
A race unpoliuVd, but inur'd to toil, 
Rough as their heaven, and barren as their foil, 
Thefe.locufts every fpringing art deftroy'd, 
And Toft Humanity before them dy'd. 
Picture no more maintain'd the doubtful (trife 
With Nature's fcenes, nor gave the canvas life; 
Nor Sculpture exercis'd her (kill, beneath 
Her forming hand to make the marble breathe : 

Struck 
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Struck with defpair, they flood devoid of thought, 
Lefs lively than the works themfelves had wrought* 
On thofe twin-lifters fuch difafters came. 
Though colours and proportions are the fame 
In every age and cli*we j their beauties known 
Xo every language, and confin'd by none. 
But fate lefs freedom to the Mufe affords, 
And checks her genius with the choice of words : 
To paint her thoughts, the diction muA be found 
Of eafy grandeur, and harmonious found. 
Thus when me rais'd her voice divinely great 
To fing the founder of the Roman ftate ; 
The language was adapted to the fong, 
Sweet and fublime, with native beauty ftrong z 
But when the Goths infulting troops appear'd, 
Such diflbnance the trembling virgin heard ! 
Chang'd to a fwan, from Tyber's troubled dream* 
She wing'd her flight, and fought the filver Thames, 

Long in the melancholy grove, fhe ftaid, 
And taught the penfive Druids in the ihade ; 
In folemn and inftruftive notes they fung 
From whence the beauteous frame of nature fprung* 
Who polifh'd all the radiant orbs above, 
And in bright order made the planets move ; 
Whence thunders roar, and frightful meteors fly, 
And comets roll unbounded through the iky; 
Who wing'd the winds, and gave the ftreams to flow, 
And rais'd the rocks, and fpread the lawns below { 
Whence the gay fpring exults in flowery pride, » 

And autumn with the bleeding grape is dy'd ; 

Whence 



I 



tie) FENTON'S POEMS. * E 

Whence fummcr funs imbrown the labouring fwains, ', Accept i 

And fluvcring winter pines in icy chains : 1 To four 

And prait'd the Power Supreme, nor dar'd advance J. Hyde's ; 

80 vain a theory as that of Chance. I And mi 

But in this iflc (he found the nymphs fo fair, "\ \ 0\ ^ 

She chang'd her hand, and chofc a fofter air, I I And fo 

And Love and Beauty next became her care. J * His col ( 

Greece, her lov'd country, only could afibrd | la Brit; 

A Venus and a Helen to record; ' In who? 

A thoufand radiant nymphs (he here beheld, . tyift or 

Who match'd the goddefs, and the queen excell'd. Whilft 

T 1 immortalize their loves (lie long eflay'd, Strong 

But dill the tongue her generous toil betray'd. I 0' er J 

Chaucer had all that beauty could infpire, And t, 

And Surrey's numbers glow'd with warm defire : Herp 

Both now are priz'd by few, unknown to moft, The >,< 

Becanfe the thoughts are in the language loft j W^em 

Even Spenfcr's pearls in muddy waters lie, To f ee 

Yet foon their beams attract the diver's eye : And m 

Rich was their imagery, till Time defae'd Th e s 

The curious works ; but Waller came at laft. Gra 

Waller, the Mufc with heavenly verfe fupplies, ^ 

Smooth as the fair, and fparkling as their eyes ; And 

** All but the nymph that (hould rcdrefs his wrong, ' ty^ 

•■ Attend his paffion, and approve his fong." p 

But when this Orpheus funk, and hoary age % 

Supprefs'd the lover's and the poet's rage, I f 

To Granville his melodious lute me gave, I ft^ , 

Granville, whofe faithful verfe is Beauty's flave ; j n f tr 

Accept And 
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Accept this gift, my favourite youth ! fhe cry'd, 
To found a brighter theme, and fing of Hyde j 
Hyde's and thy lovely Myra's praife proclaim, 
And match Carlifle's and SacharhTa's fame. 

O ! would he now forfake the myrtle. grove, 
And fing of arms, as late he fung of love ! 
His colours and his hand alone mould paint 
In Britain's queen the warrior and the faint ; 
In whom confpire, to Form her truly great, 
WifHom with power, and piety with Hate. 
Whilft from her throne the dreams of juftice flow, 
Strong and ferene, to blefs the land below ; 
O'er diftant realms her dreaded thunders roll, 
And the wild rage of tyranny controul. 
Her power to quell, and pity to redrefs, 
The Maefe, the Danube, and the Rhine confefs ; 
"Whence bleeding Iber hopes around his head. 
To fee frefh olive fpring, and plenty fpread : 
And whilft they found their great deliverer's fame, 
The Seine retires, and fickens at her name. 
O Granville ! all thefe glorious fcenes difplay, 
Inftrudt. fucceeding monarchs how to fway $ 
And make her memory rever'd by all, 
When triumphs are forgot, and mouldering arches fall. 

Pardon me, friend ! I own my Mufe too free, 
To write fo long on fuch a theme to thee : 
To play the critic here— with equal right 
Bid her pretend to teach Argyll to fight ; 
Inftrucl: th' unerring fun to guide the year, 
And Harley by what fchemes he ought to fleer ; 

R Give 
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Give Harcourt eloquence t* adorn the feal, 

Maxims of ftate to Leeds, to Beaufort zeaJ ; 

Try to correft what Orrery fhall write, 

And make harmonious St. John more polite* 

Teach law to Ida for the crown's fupport, 

And Jerfey liow to ferve and grace a court ; 

Diftate foft warbling airs to Sheffield's hand, 

When Venus and -her Loves around him Hand ; 

In fage debates to Rochefter impart 

A fearching head, and ever faithful heart ; 

Make Talbot's flniuVd virtue more complete, 

High without pride, and amiably great, 

Where nature all her powers with fortune join'd, 

At once to pleafe and benefit mankind. 

When cares were to my blooming youth unknown, 
My fancy free, and all my hours my own 5 
I lov'd along the laureat grove to ftray, 
The paths were pleafant, and the profpect gay 1 
But now my genius (inks, and hardly knows. 
To make a couplet tinkle in the clofe. 
Yet when you next to Medway fbali repair* 
And quit the town to breathe a purer air ; 
Retiring from the crowd to ileal the fweetsr 
Of eafy life in Twyfden's calm retreats 
(As Terence to his LseHus lov'd to come, 
And in Campania fcorn'd the pomp of Rome) ; 
Where Lambard, form'd forbufinefs, and to pleafe, 
By fharing, will improve your happtnefs 5 
In both their fouls imperial reafon fways, 
T ti both the patriot and the friend displays 1 

Wd, and prais'd by all^who merit love and praife. 
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With bright ideas .there fnfpirM anew, 
By them excited,* and informM by you, 
I may with happier ikill eflTay to ling 
Sublimer notes, and ftrike a bolder firing. 

Languid and dull, when abfent from her cave. 
No oracles of old. the Sibyl gave; 
But when beneath her facred fhrine (he flood, 
Her fury foon confefs'd the coming god ; 
Her breaft began to heave, her eyes to roll, 
And wondrous vifions fill'd her labouring foul. 

A LETTER 

TO THE 

KNIGHT OF THE SABLE SHIELD. 

" Habet Bibliopola Tryphon." 

Mart. Lib. iv. 

SIR Knight, who- know with equal fkili 
To make a poem and a pill, 
'Twas my misfortune t' other n : ght, 
To be tormented with a fpright. 
On either fide his head the hair 
Seem'd burning out, the top was bare j 
His garb antique, but on his face 
There reign'd a fweet majefHc grace y 
Of comely port, and in his hand 
He decent wav'd a laurel- wand* 

R 2 O* 
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On the left foot (by which. I found 

His name was on the ftage renown'd) 

A Sock of curious fhape he wore, 

With myrtle foliage flouriuVd o'er t 

A purple Bulkin grac'd the right. 

And flrong he ftep'd, yet lovely light. 

Thy friendly care, he cry'd, I crave 
To give me quiet in my grave : 
Tryphon conftrains me from the dead, 
A wizard whom I N hate and dread 5 
By him to dangle on a poft> 
I 'm conjured up—" Alas, poor Ghoft V 
A pendulum I there am made, 
To move the leaden wheels of trade. 
And while each little author ftruts 
In calves-fldn gilt, adorn'd with cuts ; 
I, vouching, pafs 'em off as dear 
As any ftaple-claflick ware. 
Peers, paribus, cits* a motly tribe, 
Flock there to purchafe, and fubferibe 5 
While Tryphon, as the gudgeons bite, 
Chuckles to fee them grow polite. 

For ends thus infamouily low, 
It fure wou'd feem as a-propos, 
For Dennis at his door to ftand, 
With a good broomftick in his hand. 
Then, mould the chaps find ought amiii, 
Or blame the price, the tragic Swifs 
Might have his better parts employ'd, 
To criticize them back and fide* 



Or 
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Or is there none of all his race, 
Whofe features would a flgn-board grace ? 
Oft* in the wizard's cell i *ve feen 
A forrel man, of awkward mien ; 
Prying with bufy leer about, 
As if he were the devil's, fcout. 
I ne'er was vers'd in modifti-vice, 
But fure thofe whorefon gloating eyes 
Have travell'd much on-kJv* affairs, ! 
Between the key-hole and the flairs. 

cheat the gibbet of a %&> 1 
And with his head comsaute for mine. 

When firft I heard hitf damn'd intent, 
To Tryphon's bed by night I went; 
Where he lay bleft with dreams of gain, 
Furs, fcarlet, and a golden chain. 

1 rouz'd the wretch, and Weeping faid, 

! take my wit, and fpare my head^ ' 
Urge not the wags to-fiieer, and jape us, 
Juft as of old they us'cl Friapus. 

But as a whelp ftarts up witfrfear 

When a bee *s humming T at his ear : 

With upper lip elate, he grins, 

Whilft round the little teazer, fpins y 

But when aloof in air.it foarsy • 

He ftraight forgets th*- dlarray and fnOres :■" ' % 

So did his fellow-creature flight 

The fleeting vilion of the night. 

My prayers were loft, though while I ftay'd. 

1 fmelt they ftrong impreflions made, 

R 3 There 
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There is a Knight, who takes ; the field 

With Saxon pen, and fable (hield ; 
Who doubtlefs can relieve my ghpit, 

And difinchant me from the pafL 

Then I could reft as ftill, as thofe 

Whom he has drud^d to fore repo&s 

As if he traded in the whole, 

And with the body kill'd tfre.foul, . 

To him for aid with ipeed repair—r 

" But foft ! I fcent tlje morning air t" 

Be mindful of my piteous plight, 

And to my caufe engage the Knight. 
Now, gentle Sir, give ear to me, 

For I prefcribe without a fee ; 

From Curll's remove the feat of war, 

Encamp on t' other fide the Bar : 

Level your eye at Tryphon's ihop, 

Another epic at him pop | 

What though without report it move, 

Like the fure darts of death or love r 

I know your powder is fo ftrong, 

No mortal fign can Hand you long. 
But if by magic, this oppofe 

The volley of your verfe and profe ; 

I '11 be your 'fquire, and firm ally, 

Write, crimp, and coax him up to buy; 

Not all the necromancer's art 

Will fave it then, befhrew his heart ! 

What can fupport a fhop, or fign* 

- two fuch perilous wits combine ? 

THE 
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HOMER'S ODYSSEY. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK. 

IN MILTON'S STYI4B. 

" ■ ■ Toth' Orphean lyre, 

" He fung of Chaot and eternal night; 

" Taught by the heavenly Mufe to venture down 

" The dark defcent, and up to re-afcend, 

« Though hard, and rare.'' 

Paradise Lost, B. Hi. 

TTTHEN Speeding fea-ward, to the fleet we came 

* * That anchorM nigh the coaft, we launch'd our flxip 
Xnto the iacred deep : the mail up-rear'd 
Bore every fail expanded ; whilft aboard 
We ftow'd devoted vi&iins, and afcend 
The veflel, inly griev'd, and filent fhowers 
Fell from our drooping eyes. A friendly wind 
Circe the fair, of human race divine, 
Propitious fent ; to ply the ft niggling oar v 

Small need remain'd, the freihening gale fuffie'd 
Each bellying canras. On with fpeed we fare 

R 4 Prtf- 
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Profperous j and when the fun careering prone 

Sunk to the weftern ides, and dewy (hade 

Sabled the pole, we tilting o'er the waves 

On Ocean's utmoft bound, approach the realms 

Unbfefs'd, where: the CittimeHans darkling 4wtll ; - 

(A lamentable race !) of heavenly light 

Unvifited, and the fun's gladltfme ray. 

Mooring the veffel on ,tba$ dreary beach ., . • 

We take the deftin'd lheep, and flow fojourn 

Along the marifh, till the fated, place. 

We found, which Circe will'd we fliould explore. 

Euryjocbuf* and Perimede*s guard 

The holy offerings ; I meantime unflieath 

My faulchion, and prepare* t' Iffer^nch the ground " 

A cubit fquare, and there oblations pour :• ' * 

To «6tfticU& the Shadds j infafing milk 

With honey temper*d fweet, and bowls of rrruft 

Pure from the mellowed grape, with added ftd*e *• 

Ofwaur i* and with flower of wheat beftrow 

The mix'd ingredients : to the feeble ghqfts . 

Thenv'ow'd, if heaven to my dear native land 

Should favour my return, a barren cow 

Of ftatelieft growth ; and to th' oraculous *'Seef 

A ram of fable fleece, the hading pride 

Of all my flocks. Thefe folemn rites perform 'd 

And vows prefer'd, the deflin'd iheep I flew : * 

Fcrth gufh'd the vital purple, and furcharg'd 

The hollow'd trench ; when lo ! from the dun verge 

* TireGas. 

Of 
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Of Erebus, tjie ghofts promiJcuous troop . 
Unnumbered', youths and maidens immature 
Cropt in their fpring, who wandering pcnfjvc wail'd 
The ihortnefs of their date : trembling, and hoar 
With age, fome (lowly pace * others more fierce 
Array'd in arms, enianguin'd o'er with wounds 
Receiv'd in battle, clamorous approach 
To drink the reeking gore. Shuddering and pale . 
I flood abounded, but with quick difpatch 
Bade burn the (acrifice, a grateful fleam 
To Proferpine, who there with Dis divides 
The regency of night : fudden I wav'fl 
My glittering falchion, from the ianguine pool .. , 
Driving th' unbody'd hoft that rotoid me fwarm'd % 
Nor deign'd to let them fip, before 1 Jaw 
Th' oraculous fecr. Foremoir of all the crowd 
Elpenor came, whole unregarded corje 
Unwept, unbury'd, eager to purine 
Our voyage : Strait to tender pity nm*& 9 
With words diffolr'd in tears I cry/d, JUlate, 
Elpenor, how theie rueful Jhades you reach'd 
We left behind in Circe's fumptuous dome, 
Sooner than I fiill-fail'd, He thus reply 'd 
In accents of much dolour ; Me, O king, 
The minifier of adverse fate malign'd, < 

Unweeting of mifhap j and wrought me doom, 
Drench'd with excels of wine : prone from the top. 
Of Circe's tower I fell, and the neck-bones 
Disjointing dy'd. But to your pious care 
Suppliant, I beg by thofe endearing names 
Of parent, wife, and fon (though diftant, dear 
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To your remembrance) when you re-afcend 
To Circe's blifsful ifle, to my remains 
Difcharge funereal rites ; nor let me lie 
Unwept, unbury'd there, left heaven avenge 
The dire neglect. While the devouring flames 
Confume my earthy, on the flagrant pile . 
My armour call compleat ; then raife a tomb 
For my memorial on the foamy ftrand : 
And on it place that oar .which erft I ply'd 
With my affociates. Penfive I rejoin, 
Poor Shade ! I '11 pay the decent rites you crave. 

While with the friendly phantom I maintained 
Such melancholy parly, with brand ifh'd Heel 
Guarding the gdary pool, I through th' obfcure 
My * mother view'd : her lineage lhe deriv'd 
From Maia's wingy fon, and ceasM to breath 
This vital air, fmce I my legion led 
To war on Ilium. From my pitying eyes 
Abundant forrovv ftreanVd ; but though regret 
Wither'd my refolution, from the pool 
I made the dear maternal form recede, 
Till I mould learn from the grave Theban feer 
The fum of fate. The fage at length advane'd 
Bearing a golden fceptre, and began : 

Son of Laertes, what misfortunes dire 
Compel your progrefs from th' alUchearing fun, 
And heavenly azure, in this feat of woe 
To roam among the c(ead ? But from die pool 

* Anticlea. 

With- 
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Withdraw, and /heath' your faulchion, while I tafte 
That bloody beverage, then the fates decree 
Inftant I '11 utterV Sudden I withdrew, 
Sheathing my faulchion whilft he drank the gore j 
Then thus the feer pronoun c'd the fates decree. 

What means may beft befit your wifh'd return, 
Illuilrious Greek ! you'd know. The fovereign power 
Whofe (bong earth-lhaking mace the floods revere! 
Inftdious waits a tjmeto wreak revenge 
For Polypheme, his ion j whofe vrfual orb 
You late ecKp&'d with ever-during wade. 
Howe'er you fafe may voyage, and avoid 
Difkfiers various, if your mates refrain 
From facrilegious fpoil, when fafe they tread 
Trinacria's herby foil : ior there the flocks 
And herds of Phoebus, o'er the verdurous lawn 
Browze fattening pafture (he the world's great eye 
Views all below his orient beam, nor ought 
Can fhun his wakeful ear) with,%vil hand 
If them they ferze, unerring I foretell 
An hideous wreck* Unequal to the ftorm 
Your lhip, deep in the nether waves ingulf t, 
Shall periih with her crew : you wall regain 
The dry, without furviving friend to cheer 
Your pilgrim-fteps ; 'however late and hard, 
You wall rcvifit your lov'd natal fhoar, 
Tranfported in a veffel not your own. 
Much of domeffac damage, and mi {rule, 
Will fadden your return ; for in your court 
Suitors voluptuous fwarmj with amorous wiles 

Studious 
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Studious to. win y pur confort, andfeduce 

Her from chafte fealty to joys impure* 

In bridal pomp ; vain efforts'! but they £oow » 

By ftratagem, or our putffarit arm, >* 

To ruin are fore -doom* d. Them to a nice 

Remote from ocean, who with favoury fait 

Ne'er ftafon their repaft, . nor veffel view'd 

Furrowing the foamy flood with painted prow, 

And all her tackle trim, with fpeed repair 

Carrying a taper oar ; way-faring thus, . 

One journeying obvious will mifname that oar 

A corn van ; fix it there, and victims flay: 

To Neptune reverent ; . from the fleecy fold . :■ 

A ram fele& j and from the beeves' and fwine, * . > 

The choiceft male entire, of either herd. 

Thence homeward hafte, and hecatombs prepare 

For the bright -order of the gods, who reign 

Sphered in empyreal iplendors. White with year$, 

The balm of life evaporating flow, * • 

At length, when Neptune points the dart of death % . 

Without a pang you '11 die, and leave your land 

With fair abundance blefs'd. In thefe iix'd laws 

Of fate repofe affiance, and beware. 

I thus reply 'd.; In this authentic will 
Of fate, O Seer, I acquiefce j but lo ! 
Fenfive, and fllent, by the goary pool, 
Abides my mother's (hade ,• nor me vouchfafet 
Language or look benign s Oh ! tell me how 

* He. was killed with the bone of a- fea-turtle. 
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My fa:' 

Corpojealr 

And gneiss nwi jsodc 5iBi 
Debar each firing wi^ic r ceide* -n.* t ijunfr 
Of ocean wide to feEL Ajc j^l fraat Trry 
With yowr aflarar peer? bmi mw jsfirx'd, 
Erroneous £ram your wife as£ kingdom ££H ? 

I thus : By fiiung neocficr cccfxzxz'd, 
Down to tfacfc p^***! icattzni I hare pcefcsn « 
An earthly goeft, to bear my doom difclosM 
By fige Tildas; fbrfincclkd 
Aiuriliar bands, with Agamemnon leagn d 
To war on Ilium, travcrfing the main 
Through various perils, I have voyagM far 
Eftrang'd from Greece. Bat fay by what diftafc, 
By flow confumptkm through the gates of death 
Prone did you pals ; or by Diana's dart 
TransfixM, a fudden fate ? My hoary (ire I 
Survives he ? Is my bloomy (on poffefs'd 
Of my domain, or groans it now beneath 
Vfurpingpowcrs, who lord it uncontroPd, 1 

Thought* 
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Thoughtlefs of my return } My confort dear t 
Abides fhe with my Ton, of all his rights 
A guardian regent j or, no longer mine, 
Hath fhe been won to plight connubial vows ? 
„ The venerable (hade thus anfwer'd mild i 
Still in your regal dome your fpoufe abide* 
Difconfolate,.with ever- flowing eyes 
Wailing your abiencc ; and your fort poflefs'd 
Of principality, with his compeers, 
Bounteous of foul, free intercourse maintains 
Of focial love. Beneath a fylvan lodge, 
Far from the cheerful fteps of men, your fire 
Lives inconfolable ; on gorgeous beds, 
With rich embroidery fprcad, and purple palls, 
No more indulging fwcet repofe : but clad 
In coarfe attire, couch'd with his village hinds 
On the warm hearth he deeps, when winter reign* 
Inclement, till the circling months return 
New-rob'd In flowering verdure : then, the vines 
High interwove a green pavilion form, 
Where pillow'd on the leaves, he mourns for you 
Nocturnal j to th' unfriendly damp of age 
Adding corrofive anguifh and delpair. 
So periili'd I with flow-confuming pile ! 
Me nor the filver-fliafted goddefs ilew, 
Nor racking malady ; but anxious love 
Of my Ulyftcaon my vitals prcy'd, 
And funk my age with ibrrow to the grave* 

She ceas'd : I thrice with filial fondnefs drove 
T' embrace the inuch-lov'd form, and thrice it fled, 

Dcluiive 
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IVfagfimg jc **■£ foil- ttBaaz. v.*- i*&. \f ^««tj 
Wba<fc oi w w a -fag ftttaag rcvtz. t ^i-: i** »^, 
A gnuefai anejp-nar x ^-** • - *r: ^ . 

Ok atlsHBMunC.- * war *- £i*r ?i^ . 
Pert bbc -naff m^tr -or ^^.^ n wr o.«i . %^k. 
IsisflKj&nnfitfv jar toe -c£l-^ .^*t 
Of (tftttamfnux .* ir *i .i\q .»»».;g 
lapsCac; Jans s* gsfli -*a«s* ias** 
We wew> -vatt £ek uexm>xsr t, irzr*%^. -me. mm-} 
They 'xesuacx. -nt tie. z:w. vj ..jb» *e sat. 
T© Aswr-aftiwarti tr i^_ u*. icut« «<og 
Fleets 3k«*ttB3nL. tnm cjesaem^ imji 

llhauBt v rtt He lot': x£ii*si\ti* van,. 
Heacc w aais ;"ror upwaru u ;• uir *mujit tear 
IMcSofc^hr assise vr wr i^re leifiiv.. 

Of bcoj£& near atriczs -wearies*, ct.":;:-x £ 
By ra&rr ?2«*srp ^ •&aipi2ca aUL v^ia 
To kiagk acu£ fisrozt vlt ; Tse posrr jc*il 
The £ar jfiauwy -u«x f^anrjw, to Jb 
The taticfV* I'yrS* : I tae fsfits of eati 
Defiant id bezj fcc^ed, «xc say fcoci 
In airy circlec , »tik they fiagly use 
Their appetite* ; thca curious aik of each 
Her anedtry, which all in order told* 

Tvm 
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Tyro firft audience claim'd, the daughter fair 
Of great Salmoneus j fhe with Crctheus fhar'd 
Connubial love, but long in virgin bloom 
En amour 'd of Enipeus, inly pin'd : 
Enipeus, fwiftfrom whofe reclining urn 
Rolls adelicious flood. His lovely form 
Neptune aflum'd, and the bright nymph beguil'd 
"Wandering love-penfive near his amber ftream : 
Them plunging in the flopy flood receiv'd 
Redounding ; and to ikreen his amorous theft, 
On either fide the parted waves Up-rear'd 
A cryftal mound. Potent of rapturous joy, 
And fated, thus he fpake : Hail, royal fair ! 
Thy^vomb (hall teem with twins (a god's embrace 
Is ever fruitful) and thofe pledges dear 
Of our fweet cafual blifs nurture and tend 
With a fond mother's care : hence homeward fpeed, 
And from ail human ken our amorous aft 
Conceal : fo Neptune bids thee now farewell. 
He ceas'd, and diving fudden was ingulph'd 
Deep in the gurgling eddy. Two fairfons 
Th' appointed months difcharg'd, by fupreme Joy* 
Both fcepterM. Pelias firft ; his empire wide 
Stretch'd o'er Idlcos, whofe irriguous vales 
His grazing folds o'erfleee'd : her younger birth, 
Neleus, was honour'd through the fandy realm 
Of Pylus. She by Cretheus then efpous'd, 
A fair increafe,~jEfdn and Pheres, bore; 
And great Amythaon, who with fiery fteeds 
Oft' difarray'd the foes in battle rang'd. 

The 
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The daughter of Aibpus next I view'd, 
*Antiope, boaftful that me, by Jove 
Impregnate! had the fam'd Amphion borne, 
And Zethus, founder of imperial Thebes, 
Stately with feven large goes, and bulwark'd ftrong 
Againft invading powers. Alcmena fair, 
Amphitryon^ con fort, then advanc'd to vtew^ 
To heaven'* fupreme who bore Alcides, bold 
And lion-hearted. Next that lovely (hade 
Stood Megara, of Creon's royal race, 
By great Alcides (pous'd. To her fucceeds 
The fheeny form of Epicafte, woo'd 
By Oedipus her fon, to whom fhe deignM 
Spoufal embraces, thoughtlefs of mifdced, 
He having too (ili-ftarr'd!) deftroy'd his fire, 
His lineage with inceftuous mixture foii'd, 
Blinded by deftiny ; but the juft gods 
Difclos'd th* unnatural fcene. In Thebes he fwayM # 
With various ills by heaven's affli&ive rod 
Difcomfited : but (he through fell defpair 
Self-ftrangled, from the flings of mortal life 
Fled to the (bades, and her furviving fon 
With delegated furies fierce purfued. 

An amiable image next appear' d ; 
Bright Chloris, of Amphion' s lofty ftem 
The youngeft bud : in fweet attractive pomp 
On her the Graces ever- waiting fmit 
The heart of Neleus, whom the Pyiian tribes 
Homag'd with fealty : from their wedded love 
Sprung Neffor, Chromius, and the boaftful power 

S Of 
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Of Periclymenus ; bcfides a nymph, 

Pera, of form divine : her virgin vows 

By many a prince were fought, but Neleus deign'd 

To none her bed, but him whofe prowefs'd arm 

Should force from Phylace a furious herd 

Of wild Theflalian beeves, t* avenge the dower 

Which Iphiclus detain'd. This bold cmprife 

A feer accepted ; but, in combat foil'd, 

In thrall for twelve revolving moons he lay, 

Deep in a dungeon clofe immur'd, 'till found 

Divine of fate, by folving problems quaint 

Which Jphiclus propos'd, who ftrait difmift'd 

The, captive j fo was Jove's high will complete. 

Then Ledo, fpous'd by Tyndarus, I law, 
Mother of the fam'd twins, Caftor expert 
To tame the fteed, and Pollux far renown'd 
On lifted fields for conflict ; who from Jove 
Re$eiv'd a grateful boon like gods to live, 
Mounting alternate to this upper orb. 

Next Iphimedia glides in view, the wife 
Of great Alocus, who in love comprefs'd 
By Neptune, bore (fo (be the faEfc avow'd) 
Otus and Ephialtes, whom the fates 
Cut fliort in early prime : their infant years 
Nurturd by Earth, enormous both attained 
Gigantic ftature, and for manly grace 
Were next Orion rank'd j for in the courie 
Of nine fwift circling years, nine cubits broad 
Their moulders meafur'd, and nine ells their height. 

provident of foul, they vainly dar'd 

;ods to war, and on Olympus hoar Rear d 
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Rcar'd Offa, and on Offa Pel ion pil'd 
Torn from the bafe with all its woods 5 by fcale 
T* affault heaven's battlements j and had their date 
To manhood been prolong'd, had Aire atchiev'd 
Their ruinous aim : but by thefilver dart 
Of Phoebus fheer transhVd, ere fpringing dowo 
Shaded their rofy youth, they both expir'd- 

Ill-fated Phaedra then with Procris came, 
And Ariadne, who them both furpafs'd 
In goddcfs-like demeanor : from her (ire 
Minos, the rigid arbiter of right, 
Thefeus of old convey'd her, with intent 
At Athens, limVd in love, with her to reign : 
But (lern Diana, by the guileful plea 
Of Bacchus won, diffever'd.foon their joys, 
And caue'd the lovely nymph to fail forlorn 
In Dia, with circumfluous feas in-girt, 
Of nuptial rights defrauded. Next advance 
Mara and Clymene, a beauteous pair; 
And Eriphylc, whofc once radiant charms 
A cloud of forrow dimm'd j for me, devoid' 
Of duteous love, for gold bctray'd her lord.— 

Hera let me ceafe narration, nor relate 
What other objects fair, daughters and wives 
Of heroes old, I faw ; for now the night 
In clouded majefty has journey'd far r 
Admonifhing to reft,, which with my mates,. 
Or here with you, my wearied nature craves ; 
Meantime affianc'd in the gods and you, 
To fpecd my voyage. to my native realm.. 

- s * He 
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He ceas'd : a while th' attentive audience fete 
In filent rapture ; his perfuafive tongue, 
Mellifluous, fo with eloquence had charm'd 
Their ftill infatiate ears ; at length thus fpake 
The queen Arete, graceful and humane. 

Think ye, Phaeacians, that the god-like form, 
The port, the wifdom, of this wanderer claim 
Aught of regard ? Peculiar him my gueft 
I ftyle ; but, face the honour he vouchiafes, 
Delighted ye partake, give not too foon 
Him fignal of departure, but prepare 
With no penurious hand proportion^ gifts, 
Vying in bounteous deeds, fince heaven hath fhower'd 
Your peerage with abundant favours boon. 

Up rofe 'Echeneus then, whofe wavy locks 
SilverM with age, adorn'd his reverend brow, 
Fraught with matured council, and began 
Addrefling his compeers : Rightful and wife 
The queen's propofal is, let none demur 
Obedience to her will s Alcinous belt 
By fair enfample may prefcribe the rule. 

Alcinous from his bed of ftate reply 'd, 
With afpeft bland : While here I live enthron'd, 
Jove's delegate of empire, and this hand 
Sways the Phaeacian fceptre, will I cheer 
Th' erroneous and afflicted, with meet ads 
Of regal bounty j but our princely gueft 
Mud, though impatient, for a time defer 
His voyage, that with due munificence 
Our gifts may be prepar 'd ; let all accord 

Benevolent, 
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Benevolent, and free to furnifh (lores 
Worthy acceptance ; me you (hall confefs 
The firil in bounty, as the fir ft in power. 
He ended, and Ulyfles anfwer'd blithe : 

thou, by kingly virtues juftly rais'd 
To this imperial eminence ! By thee 
Were I dttain'd, till the revolving fun- 
Completes his annual circle, in thy will? 

1 acquiefce obedient, till meet (lores 

For my return be rais'd : then at my realm? 
With royal LargefTes arriving grae'd, 
And gay retinue, flrait the wondering Greeks 
Will dear refpeel: and prompter homage yield. 

To whom Alcinous : Your diftinguifli'd worth 
Too plaints chara&cr'd in all your port, 
To doubt you of thofe vagi ant clans, who roam 
Fallacious, and with copious legend take 
The credulous ear j you, with fevered truth 
Rob'd in rich eloquence, irtftruft and plcafe : 
When (like fome bard, vers'd in heroic theme 
Attemper* d to the lyre) you fweetly tell 
Whate'er in Grecian flory was of old 
Recorded eminent, or when you (peak 
Your own difaftrous fate. But now proceed'. 
Say affable, if while you low fojournM 
In grofs Tartarean gloom, the mighty (hades 
Of thofe brave warring Greeks appear'd, who felt 
By doom of battle ; for the lingering night 
Hath yet much fpace to mcafurc, and the hour 
Of deep is far to come : I can attend 

S j With 
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With ravifhment to hear the pleafing tale 
Fruitful of wonders, till the rofeate morn 
Purples the Eaft. UlyflTes thus reply'd : 

Due time, O king, for converfe and repofe 
Is ftill remaining j nor will I refufe 
With coy denial, what the facrcd car 
Of majefty with audience deigns to grace. 
Hear next how my aflbciatc warriors fell, 
O'erwhclm'd with huge afflictions, and opprefs'd 
In their own realms by feminine deceit, 
To them more fatal than the provvefs'd foe. 

When by imperious Proferpine recall'd, 
The lady-train difpers'd, the penfivc form 
Of Agamemnon came, with trofe begirt 
Whom, in one common fate involv'd, of life 
^gyilbus had bereav'd. Sipping the gore, 
He recogniz'd me inftant, and outftretch'd 
•His unfubftantial arms, cxhauftcd now 
Of all their vital vigour ^ with fhrill plaints 
Piercing the doleful region fart mine eyes, 
Sore wounded with the pitc?us objeft dear, 
EflusM a flood of tears, while thus I fpake : 

O king of hofts ! O ever-honour'd fon 
Of Atreus ! Say to what fevcre decree 
Of deftiny you bow'd. P»y Neptune's wrath 
Tempering th' ocean, did you there expire 
Whehn'd in the watery abyfs ? Or fell you arm'd, 
Making fierce inroad on fomc hoftile coaft, 
To ravage heids and flocks ; or in ailault 
Of fomc imperial fertrefs, thence to win 

5 Rich 
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Rich fpoils and beauteous captives, were you flaia 
Defeated of your feizure ? He replied : 

I perilh'd not, my friend, by Neptune's wrath, 
Whelm'd in the ocean wave 5 nor dy'd in arms 
Heroic deeds attempting t but recciv'd 
From bafe^Egyfthus, and my bafer queen, 
Irreparable doom, whilft I partook 
Refreshment, and at fupper jovial fare 
Slain like an ox that's butcher' d at the crib, 
A death moft lamentable ! Round me lay 
An hideous carnage of my breathlefs friends, 
Like beafts new (laughter* d for the bridal board 
Of fome luxurious noble, or devote 
To foleirmfeftival. On well -fought fields 
You various fcenes of flaugbttr have iurvey'd, 
And in tierce tournament ; yet had it quell 'd 
YouV beftof man to view us on the floor 
Rolling in death, with viands round us fprcad, 
And ponderous vafes bruis'd, while human gore 
Flooded the pavement wide* With fhrilling cries 
Caflandra piere'd my ear, whom at my fide 
Falfe Clytemneftra flew : t' avenge her wrong, 
I with a dying grafp my iabre feiz'd ; 
But the curs'd aflafftn withdrew, nor clos'd 
My lips and eye*. O woman ! woman ! none 
Of nature's lavage train have lefs rcmorfe 
In perpetrating crimes : to kill her mate, 
"What bead was e'er a complice ? I return 'd 
Hopeful iri afHuencc of domeftic joy 
T« reign, encircled with my offspring dear, 

S 4 • And 
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And court-retinue \ but my traitrefs wife 

On female honour hath diffus'd a ftain 

Indelible ; and her pernicious arts, 

Recorded for reproach on all the fex, 

Shall wound foft innocence with touch of blame* 

I anfwer'd, O ye Powers ! by women's wiles- 
Jove works fure bane to ail th' imperial race 
Of Atreus frill r for Helen's vagrant luft 
Greece mourns her ftates difpeopled ; and you fell 
By your adultrefs \ Plaintive he reply'd r 

By my difafters warn'd, to woman's faith 
Unbofom nought momentous ; though fhe peal 
Your ear (by nature importune to know) 
Unlock not all your fecrets. But your wife, 
Of prudent meek deport, no train of ills' 
Will meditate for you by force or guile : 
Her, when we led th* embattled Greeks to Troy, 
We left in blooming beauty afrefh ; your fon 
Then hanging on her breafl j who now to man 
Full grown, with men affociates ; your approach 
With rapture he will meet, and glad his fire 
With filial duty dear ; a blifs to me 
Not deign'd ! my fon I faw not ere I fell 
A victim to my wife ; then, timely warn'd, 
Truft not to woman's ken the time prefix'd 
For your return to Greece. But fay fincere, 
Aught have you heard where my Orefles bides, 
In rich Orchomenus, or fandy Pyle ; 
Or with my brother lives he mere fecure 
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In fpacious Sparta ? for of this dark realm 
He 's not inhabitant. I thus rcjoin'd : 

Vain is your qucft, Atrides ; whether fate 
Pennits your fon to draw the breath of heaven* 
Friendly to life j or whether in thefe (hades 
He roams a ghoft, I knowmot ; nor with fpeecft 
Falfe or ambiguous will beguile your ear, 

While mournful thus we talk'd, fuffus'd with tearr 
Of tender fympathy, young Peleus came. 
With his aflbciates molt in life belovM, 
Faithful Pttroclus, and th* egregious * ion ^ 

Of Neftor, great in arms ; with them ( conjoin 'd 
In amicable conyerfe, e'en by death 
Uncancel'd) walkM the tall illuftrious ihade 
Of Ajax, with attractive grace adorn'd, 
And prowefs ; paragon 'd for both to none 
But great Achilles : me the goddefs-born 
Ey'd curious, and at length thus fad began : 

What caufe, Ulyffes, moves thy mind, expert 
Of warlike machinations ; what emprife 
Hath aught of fuch importance, as to tempt 
This' dire defcent, where we in dolorous night, 
Frail incorporeal forms, are doonTd abode ? 

O peerlefs chief, I cried, of all the Greeks 
The foremoft name ! I hither am conftrain'd, 
From the wife Theban oracle to hear 
Beft means reveal'd, how to revifit fafe 
My native realm j by rigid fate rcpell'd, 

* Antilochus. 

I'm 
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1 'm exil'd yet, with troops of various ills 
Surrounded. But the gods, to your high worth 
Ever propitious, crown their favourite chief 
With choicer blehuigs than the eye of time 
Yet faw conferr'd. or future fhall behold : 
On earth you equal hpnours with the gods 
From us receiv'd j nor by the ftroke of fate 
Sink with diminiuYd luftre, but fupreme 
Reign o'er the /hades. He folcmn fad replied : 

Reign here fupreme ! deem not thy eloquence 
Can aught confole my doom : rather on earth 
A village flave I 'd be, than titled here 
Imperial and auguft. But fay me true, 
Or did my fon illuftrate his defcent 
Firft in the files of war ; or fled he pale 
A recreant from the fight > do all our tribes 
In Phthia (till revere my father's throne ; 
Or lives he now of regal power defpoil'd, 
A weak contemn 'd old man, wanting my arm, 
To hold his fceptre firm ? that arm ! which erft 
Warring for Greece, beftrew'd the Phrygian plains 
With man/ a prowefs'd knight ! Would heaven reftore 
The fame puiflant form, I'd foon avenge 
- His injur'd age, and re-aflert his claim* 

He ceafing, I reply 'd : Of Peleus* ftate 
Fame hath to me been filent ; but attend 
While I th' atcbievements of thy glorious fob 
Blazon, as truth, fhall dictate. Him to Troy 
From Scyros o'er th* ^gean fafe I bore 
To join th* embattled Greeks : whene'er we fate 
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I ended t 
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I ended : joy. ineffable poffcfs'd 
The great paternal (hade ; his fteps he rais'd 
With more majefiic portance o'er the mead 
Verdaritwith aiphodel, elate to hear 
His fon's exploits emblazon'd fair by Fame* 

The reft,, a penfive circle, round await 
Reciting various dooms, to mortal ear 
Calamitous and lad ! From thefe apart 
The Telamonian hero, whom I foil'd 
In corvtcft for Achilles' arms, abode 
Sullen with treafur'd wrath : the fatal ftrife 
By Thetis was propos'd, and every judge 
Inftinft by Pallas, to my claim declared 
The prize of right. O ! why was I coaftrain'd 
By honour to prevail, and caufe to die 
Ajax, the chief with manly grace adorn 'd, 
And prowefs ; paragon'd for both, to none 
But the great fon of Peleus ! Him with fpeeeb 
Lenient of wrath I thus accoiled mild s 

Ajax, let this oblivious gloom deface 
The memory of thofe arms, which heaven decreed 
Pernicious to the. Greeks, who loft in thee 
Their power of ftrong defence c to mourn thy fall 
The voice of Grief along the tented fliore 
Was heard, as loud as when the flower of war, 
Divine Achilles, dy'd : nor deem that aught 
Of human interpos'd to urge thy doom, 
But ireful Jove, to punifli all our hoft, 
Cut off its darling hope, O royal ihade ! 

v Approach, 
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•Approach, and affable to me vouchfafc 
Mild audience, caJming thy tempcftuous rage. 

Vain was my fuit ! for with th' unbody'd troop 
Of ipc&res, fleeting to th' interior (hade 
Of Erebus, he to my friendly fpeec'h 
Difdain'd reply ; yet to that dark rccefs 
Had I purlued his flight, he mod have borne 
Unwilling correfpondence, fore'd by fate, 
Impan*ion*d as he was,* but I reffmin'd, 
For other virions drew my curious eye. 

Intent I law with goidenr iceptre grave 
Minos, the fon of Jove, to the pale ghofts 
Difpenfing equity ; with faded looks 
They through the wide Plutonian hall appear'd 
Frequent and full-, and argued each his caufe 
At that tribunal, trembling whilft he wcigh'd 
Their pleaded reafon. Of portentous fizc 
Orion next I viewed ; a brazen mace 
Invincible he bore, in fierce purfuit 
Of thofe huge mountain favages he (lew 
While habitant of «arth, whole grifly forma 
He urg'd in chace the flowery mead along. 

Nor unobferv'd lay ftretch'd upon the marie 
Tityus earth-born, whofe body long and large 
Cover'd nine acres : there to vultures (at 
Of appetite infatiate, and with beaks 
For ravine bent, unintermitting goar'd 
His liver, powerlefs he to put to flight 
The fierce devourers ! to this penance judVd 
for rape intended on Latona fair, 

a Tat 
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The paramour of Jore, as fhe fojourn'd 

To Pytho o'er the Panopeian lawns ; 

Delicious landfkip !— In a limpid lake 

Next Tantalus a doleful lot abides : 

Chin -deep he ftands, yet with affii&ive drought 

Inceflant pines, while ever as he bows 

To fip refrfcihrncnt, from his parching thirft 

The guileful water glides. Around the pool 

Fruit-trees of various kinds umbrageous fpread 

Their pamper' d boughs : the racy olive green 

The ripe pomegranate big with vinous pulp, 

The lufcious fig fky-dy'd, the tafteful pear 

Vermilion'd half, and apples mellowing fwect 

In burntfh'd' gold, luxuriant o'er him wave, 

Exciting hunger, and fallacious hope 

Of food ambrofial :— when he tries to feize 

The copious fruitage fair, a fudden guft 

Whirls it aloof amid th' incumbent gloom. 

Then Sifyphus, the neareft mate in woe, 
Drew my regard'; he with diftended nerves 
Ay rolls a ponderous ftone up a rugged rock ; 
Urg'd up thc-fteep cliff (low with hand and foqfc 
It mounts, but bordering on the cloudy peak. 
Precipitous adown the (lopy fide 
The rapid orb devolving back renews 
Eternal toil, which he, withrduft befmear'd, 
And dew'd with-fmoaking fweat, inceflant plies. 

I laft the vifionary femblance viewd 
Of Hercules, a /hadowy form ; for he, 
The real fon of Jove,* in heaven'^ high- court 

Abides,. 
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Abides, aflbciate with the gods, and {hares 
Celeftial banquets $ where, with foft difport 
Of love, bright Hebe in her radiant dome 
Treats him nocturnal . With terrific clang 
Surrounding ghoft, like fowl, the region wing 
Vexatious, while the threatening image ftands, 
Gloomy as night, from his bent battle-bow 
In aft to let th' aerial arrow fly. 
Athwart his hreaft a military zone 
Dreadful he wore, where grinn'd in fretted gold 
Grim woodland favagcs, with various fcenes 
Of war, fierce joufting knights, and havoc dire, 
"With matchlefs art portray'd ; me ftrait he knew,, 
Aad, piteous of my date, addrefs'd me thus*; 

O exercis'd in grief, illuftrious fon 
Of good Laertes, fam'd for warlike wiles. I 
Fated thou art (like me, what time I breath'd 
Etherial draught) beneath unnumber'd toils 
To groan opprefs'd : ev'n ], the feed of Jove,. 
Combated various ills, and was adjudg'd 
By an inferior wretch (what could he more ?") 
To drag to light the triple-creftcd dog 
That guards hell's mafly portal t I atchiev'd 
The talk injoind through the propitious aid 
Of Mercury and Pallas, who vouchfaf 'd 
Their friendly guidance ; then without reply* 
To Pluto's court majeftic he retir'd. 

Mean time for others of heroic note 
I waited, in the lifts of ancient fame 
tnvolYd illuftrious j and ha^ haply feen 

Grt* 
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•Great Thefews, and Pirichous his compeer. 
The race of gods ; but at the hideous fcrcam. 
Of fpectres ifluing from the dark profound 
I wax'd infirm of purpofe, fore difmay'd 
Left Frofcrpine (hould fend Mcdufa, curl'd 
With fnaky locks, to fix me in her realm 
Stiff with Gorgonian horror: to the fhip 
' Retreating (peedy thence, I bade my mates 
To (hove from fhore : joyous they ftrait began 
To ftem the tide, and brufh'd the whitening feas # 
Till the frefli gales relieved the labouring oar. 



THEWIDOW'S WILE* 

A TALE, 

TT AV E you not feen (to ftate the cafe) 
* ■*• Two wafps lie ftruggling in a glafs r 
With the rich flavour of Tokay 
Allur'd, about the brim they play ; 
They light, they murmur, then begin 
To lick, and fo at length (lip in j 
Embracing clofe the couple lies, 
Together dip, together rife j 
You'd fwear they love, and yet they ftrive 
Which (hall be funk, and which furvive. 

Such fcign'd amours, and real hate. 
Attend the matrimonial ftate j 

When 
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When (acred vows are bought and ibid, 
And'hearts are ty'd with threads of gold. 

A nymph there was, who ('tis aver'd 
By fame) was born without a beard : 
A certain fign, the learn'd declare, 
That (guarded with uncommon care) 
Her virtue might remain, at ten 
Impregnable, to boy s or men . 
But from that aera we f ll proceed, 
To find her in a widow's weed ? 
Which, all love's chronicles agree, 
She wore jnft turn'd of twenty-three ; 
For an old lot lhe call'd her mate, 
For jewels, pin-money, -and plate. 
The dame, poflefs'd of wealth and eafe, 
Had no more appetites to pleafe ; 
That which provokes wild girls to wed, 
Fie !— It ne'er enter'd in her head. 

Yet fome prolific planet fmil'd, 
And gave the pair a chopping child ; 
Intitled by the law to claim 
Her hulband's chattels, and his name : 
But was £0 like his mother ! She 
The Queen of Love, her Cupid he. 

This matron fair for fpoufc deceas'd 
Had forrow'd fore, a week at leaft j 
And feenVd to grudge the worms that prey, 
Which had lain dead full many a day. 
From plays and balls me now refratn'd, 
To a dark room by cuflom chara'd j 

T And 
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And not a male for low or gold, 
But the dear hopes of two years old. . 

The maids fo lo»g in prifon pent, 
A& leave to air ; (he gives content 
(For health is riches to the poor) : 
But Tom muft day to guard the door. 
In reading Sherlock (he'd employ 
Her folitude, and tend the boy. 

When madam fees the toaft is dear, 
Her fpirits mantle and career} 
Diffufing ardour through her mien; 
Pity they mould condenfe to Jpleen ! 
But now by honour (he's confia'd, 
Who fluttered once as free as wind ; 
And on a mafqueradimg morn. 
By fix fecurely could return ; 
Having, to feal htm fafe till nine, 
With opium drngg'd her Jpoufe's wine. 
This the gay world no worfe would hold, 
Than had (he only chang'd his gold : 
The fpecies anfwer'd all demands, 
And only pafs'd through other hands. 
But honour now prescribes the law, 
The tyrant keeps her will in awe ; 
For charity forbid to roam, 
And not a chitterling at home. 
What ! a large ftomach, and no meat t 
In pity, Love, provide a treat, 
Can widows feed on dreams and wiftiei, 
Like hags on vifionary diJbes ? 

Impof- 
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ImpofTiblc! Througkwattsef (feme 
Hunger will break, to (tick a bane. 
Want, oft' in times of old, we read, 
Made motnwson th«r mfaoisfeid t 
And now conftrain'd this matron mild. 
To grow hard-hearted to tier child. 
Her darling child ihe pinch'd ? he fquall'd-; 
In hafte the favourite footman 's call'd> 
To pacify the peeviflj chit; 
For who but he could do the feat ) 
He fmarting fore, refus'.d tP play ; 
But bade man Thomas bqai mamma. 
She, laughing, foon avojw*d her flame 
By various figns that want-a name. 
The lacquey law, with trembling joy, 
Gay humour dancing in her eye ; 
And ftrait with equal fury fir*d 
Began th' attack j the dame veUrM .; 
And haply falling as ihe fled, 
He beat her tell (he lay for .dead f . 
But (with new vigour far the ftrifc) 
Soon with a figh ret y rn'd x to life . 

Think ye (he'd e'er forgive h<r fan, 
For what the naughty man had done 2 
She did; yet, fpi ted with ht&pajn, 
He founds th' alajan to dharge agaift. 
But, 'fquire, confultyour potent ally, 
Whether he 's yet prepared to rally-— 
Yes ; blood is hot on either fide ; 
A aother combat nreft be iry'd* 

T ^ * Sne- 
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She knew the foe could do no moire, 

Than at the firft attack fhe bore* 

So at his little malice frmTd, 

And cry'd, Come on t-i-T* pleafe the child. 
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MY better felf, my heaven, my joy ! 
While thus imparadisM I lie, 
Transited in thy circling a*rtns 
With frefh variety of charms ; 
From fate I fcarce can triink* to crave 
A blifs, but what in thee I have. 
Twelve months, my dear, have^aft, fince thou 
Didft plight to me thy virgin vow? 
Twelve months in rapture fpent! for they 
Seem fhorter than' St?. Lucy's day : 
A bright example we (hall prove 
Of lafting matrimonial love. 

Meanwhile, I beg the godsito grant 
(The only favour that I want) 
That I may noVfurvive, to fee 
J*y happinefs expire with thee. 
Ol fhould I lofe my deareft dear. 
By thee, and all that's good, I fwear, 
I'd give my felf the fatal blow ; 
And wait thee to the world below.. 

When Wheedle thus to fpoufe in bed, 
Spoke the beft things he e'er had read i 

' Madam 
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WHAT, «/••.. r -r* «-. -.;•* <~- drarc*. 
Befac? t^s •■;.v-c >. ri- :*, :'• - -voter's Lkai? 
And coiJi * -•_■ _;_ At t:fim v t s :' .* ':txr came 
Before voa :*«v/ ;: fl^u'd t* ith Szrpho's name ? 
Don*t v.on'er. f^.tr rmformM for 1 nicks, trhy 
TJic nrain is tma'd to plaintive elegy ; 

T 3 **1 mourn 
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I mourn my flighted love j alas f my lute* ' 
And fprighly odes, would ill with forrow fait. ' 
Vm fcorch'd, I burn, like fields of corn on fife, 
When winds to fen the furious blaze confpire* 
To flaming JEtna Phaon 's pleas'd to roam, 
But Sappho feels a fiercer flame at home. 

No more my thoughts in even numbers flow, 
Verfe beft befits a mind devoid of woe. 
No more I court the nymphs I once careft, 
But Phaon rules unrival'd in my breaft. 
Fair is thy face, thy youth is fit for joy ; 
A fatal face to mc, too cruel boy ! 
pnflav'd to thofe enchanting looks, that wear 
The blufli of Bacchus and Apollo's air ; 
Affume the garb of either god, in thee 
We every grace of either god may fee ; 
Yet they confefs'd the power of female charms, 
In Daphne's flight and Ariadne's arms; 
Though neither nymph was fam'd for wit, to move 
With melting airs the rigid foul to love. 
To me the Mufe vouchfafes celeftial fire, 
And my foft numbers glow with warm defire j 
Alcaeus and myfelf alike flie crown'd, 
For foftnefs I, and he for ftrength renown'd. 
Beauty, 'tis true, penurious fate denies, 
put wit my want of beauty well fupplies : 
.My (hape I own is fhort, but yet my name 
Js far diffusd, and fills jhe voice of fame. 



Jl 
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If I'm not fair, young Perfcus did adore 
The fwarrhygraces of the royal * Moor : 
The milk-white doves with mettled mates are jotn'd, 
And the gay parrot to the turtle's kind : 
But if you'll fly from Love's connubial rites 
Till one as charming as yonriclf invito*, 
None of ourfex can ever blefs your bed* 
Ne'er think of wooing, for you ne'er can wed. 

Yet, when you read my verfe, you lik'd each line* 
And fwore no numbers were fo fweet as mine j 
1 fang (that pleating image ftill is plain. 
Such tender things we lovers long retain !) 
And ever when the warbling notes I rais'd, 
You with fierce kifies foiled what you praisM, 
Some winning grace in every aft you found, 
But in/ull tides of ecftafy were drown'd ; 
When muramrmg in the melting joys of love, 
Round yours my curling limbs began tP move : 
But now the bright Sicilian maids adore 
The youth, who fcenVd fo fond of me before : 
Send back, fend back my fugitive ! for he 
Will vow to you the vows he made to me : 
That fmoorh deceiving tongue of his can charm 
The coyeft ear, the rougM* pride difarro. 

Oh, aid thy poctefs, great Queen of Love, 
Aufpicious to my growing paffion prove ! 
Fortune was cruel to my tender age, 
And ftill purfues with unrelenting rage. 

* Amlromcda. 

T 4 <* 
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Of parents, whilft a child, I was bereft, 
To the wide world an helplefs orphan left : 
My brother in a trumpet's vile embrace 
Lavifti'd a large eftate to buy difgrace, 
,And doom'd to traffick on die main is toft, 
Winning with danger what with fhame he oft, 
And vows revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His conduct, and was careful of his fame : 
And then (as if the woes I bore befide 
Were yet too light) my little daughter dy'd. 
But after all thefe pangs of forrow paft, 
A worfe came on, for Phaon came at laft ! 
No gems, nor rich embroider'd filks, I wear ; 
No more in artful curls I comb my hair ; 
No golden threads the wavy locks inwreath, 
Nor Syrian oils diffufive odours breathe : 
Why fhould I put fuch gay allurements on, 
Now he, the darling of my foul, is gone ? 
Soft is my breaft, and keen the killing dart, 
And he who gave the wound deferves my heart j 
My fate is fix'd, forfure the fates decreed 
That he fhould wound, and Sappho's bofom bleed* 
By the imoothblandiftiments of verfe betray 'd, 
In vain I calLmy reafon to my aid ; 
The Mufe is faithlefs to the fair at beft, 
But fatal in a love-fick lady's breaft. 

Yet is it ftrange lo fweet a youth fhould dart 
Flames fo refiftleiV to a woman's heart ? 
Him had Aurora feen, he foon had feiz'd 
Her foul, and Cephalus no more had pleas'd 1 

Chafte 
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Chaftc Cvudnz, fid fe tmtr behold fe charms. 
For Pfaaon's would fa£&? ^End^rnmr * srms ; 
Venus would Vest iam tr her berwe- unorc, 
But there fee dreads * rrra2 ir ins iove. 
O fair perfeSjoa thon, nor youth, nor "nor, 
Fix'd in Ac bright ng ic ia n point for tpr * 
Come, on mv pancisfr hrcaft thy bead recline* 
Thy love I aft. not, ©t> fuller mine : 
While this I aft (hot aft I fear rr. rats) 
See how my f iHiii^ lean the letter faia. 

At leaft, why woadd wi vat woa chftfc to mew 
A kind negrex, ami &v, «* My dear, adien J" 
Nor parting kifs I fame, nor tender tear, 
My ruin flew on f w ifaa »i rg* than fear s 
My wrongs, mo &feiv treafur'd m my ncind, 
Are all the pledges Pfcaon kft behind ; 
Nor could I make my laft dedrs 10 thee, 
Sometimes to caft a pitying thought on me. 
But, gods ! when firft the killing news I heard. 
What pale amazement in my looks appeared I 
A while o'erwhelm'd with unexpected woe, 
My tongue forbore to fpeak, my eyes to flow. 
But when my fenfc was waken'd to defpair, 
I beat my tender brtaft, and tore my hair : 
As a diffracted mother weeps forlorn, 
When to the grave her fondling babe is borne. 
Meanwhile my cruel brother, for relief, 
With fcorn infults me, and derides my grief: 
Poor foul ! he cries, I doubt ihe grows iinceref 
Her daughter is return'd to life I fear. 

MindicO 
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Mindlefs of fame, I to the world reveal 
The love fa long I labour'd to conceal. 
Thou, thou art fame, and all the world, to me 5 
All day I dote, and dream all night of thee : 
Though Phaon fly to regions far remote, 
By Sleep his image to my bed is brought : 
Around my. neck thy fond embraces twine, «, 

Anon I think my arms incircle thine t 
Then the warm wifhes of my foul I fpeak, 
Which from my tongue in dying murmur* bmtk : 
Heavens ! with thy balmy lips my lips are preft: 
And then ! ah then ! — I blufh to write the reft. 
Thus in my dreams the bright ideas play 
And gild the glowing fecnes of fancy gay? 
With life alone my lingering love muft end, 
On thee my love, my life, my all depend. 

But at the dawning day my pleafures fleet, 
And I (too foon !) perceive the dear deceit * 
In caves and groves I feek to calm my grief 1 
The caves and groves afford me no relief 
Frantic I rove, diforderM with defpair, 
And to the winds unbind my fcatter'd hair. 
I find the Shades, which to our joys were kind, 
But myfalfe Phaon there no more I find : 
With him the caves were cool, the grove was green, 
But now his abfence withers all the fcene : 
There weeping, I the graffy couch furvey, 
Where fide by fide we once together lay : 
I fall where thy forfaken print appears, 
And the kind turf imbibes my flowing tears. 
» The 
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The birds and trees to grief afliftance bring, 
Thele drop their leaves, and they forbear to frog t 
Poor Philomel, of all the quire, alone 
For mangled Itys warbles oat her moan % 
Her moan for him trills faeetiy through the grove* 
While Sappho fings of ill-requited love. 
To this dear (blitude the Naiads bring; 
'Their fruitful urns, to form a filver fpring t 
The trees that on the (bady margin grow 
Are green above, the banks are green below t 
Here while by forrow lull'd aficep 1 lay, 
s Thus faid the guardian nymph, or Jeem'd to (ay s 
Fly, Sappho, fly ; to cure this deep defpair, 
To the Leucadian rock in hafle repair; 
High On whofe hoary top an awful fane, 
To Phoebus rear'd, furveys the fubjc£t main. 
This deiperate cure, of old, Deucalion try'd, 
For love to fury wrought by Pyrrlia's pride j 
Into the waves, as holy rites require, 
Headlong be leap'd, and quench'd bis hopelefs fire s 
Her frozen breaft a fudden flame iubdued, 
And (be who fled the youth, the youth purfued. 
Like him, to give thy raging paflion eafe, 
Precipitate thyfclf into the ieas. 

This iaid, (he di&ppear'd. I deadly wan 
Rofe up, and guflung tears unbounded ran : 
1 fly, ye nymphs, I fly ; tliough fear aifcil, 
The woman, yet the lover mud prevail. 
In death what terrors can defervc my care ? 
The pangs of death axe gentler than defpair. 

Ye 



2&4 FENTON'S POEM*. 
Te winds, and Cupid thou, to meet my fall. 
Your downy pinions fpread ! my weight is (mail. 
Thus refcued, to the god of verfe I '11 bow, 
Hang up my lute, and thus inferibe my vow : 
To Phoebus grateful Sappho gave this lute ; 
The gift did both the god and giver fuit. 

But, Phaon, why mould I this toil endure, 
When thy return would foon complete the cure ? 
Thy beauty, and its balmy power, would be 
A Phoebus and Leucadian rock to me. 
O harder than the rock to which I go, 
And deafer than the waves that war below ! 
Think yet, oh think ! fhali future ages tell 
That I to Phaon's fcorn a victim fell ? 
Or hadft thou rather fee this tender breaft 
Bruis'd on the ciift, than clofe to Phaon's preft ? 
This breaft, which, fill'd with bright poetic fire, 
You made me once believe you did admire ? 
O could it now fupply me with addrefs 
To plead my caufe, and court thee with fuccefs ! 
But mighty woes my genius quite control, 
And damp the rifmg vigour of my foul : 
No more, ye Lefbian nymphs, defire a fong, 
Mute is my voice, my lute is all unftrung. 
My Phaon's fled, who made my fancy fhine, 
(Ah ! yet I fcarce forbear to call him— mine.) 
Phaon is fled ! but bring the youth again, 
Infpiring ardors will revive my vein. 
But why, alas ! this unavailing prayer ? 
Vain are my vows, and fleet with common air : 

My. 
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My vows the winds difperfe, and make their fport, 
But ne'er will waft him to the Lefbian port. 

Yctif you pttrpofe to return, 'tis wrong 
To let your miftrefs languish here fo long : 
Venus for your fair voyage will compote 
The fea, for from the fea the goddefs rofc : 
Cupid, affifted with propitious gales, 
Will hand the rudder, and direct the fails. 
But, if relentlefs to my prayer you prove, 
If {till, unkind without a caufe, you'll rove, 
And ne'er to Sappho's longing eyes reltore 
That object, which her hourly vows implore t 
'Twill be compaflion now t' avow your hate j 
Write, and confirm the rigour of my fate 1 
Then, fteel'd with refolution by defpair, 
For cure I '11 to the kinder ieas repair : 
That laft relief for love-fick minds I'll try ; 
Phoebus may grant what Phaon could deny. 



ADVER- 



*t* !ENTON f S POEMS. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

fp H E ancients have left us little farther account o- 
Phaon, than that he was an old mariner, whom 
Venus transformed into a very beautiful youth, whom 
Sappho, and federal other Lefbian ladies, fell paffionately 
in love with; and therefore I thought it might he 
pardonable to vary the circumftances of his ftory, 
and to add what I thought proper in the following 
epiftle. 

PHAON TO SAPPHO. 

T Soon perceiv'd from whence your letter came, 
*■* Before I few it fign'd with Sappho* s name ; 
Such tender thoughts in fuch a flowing verfe, 
Did Phcebus to the flying nymph rehcarfe ; 
Yet Fate was deaf to all his powerful charms, 
And tore the beauteous Daphne from his arms J 

With fuch concern your pafRon I furvey, 
As when I view a veflel tofs'd at fca j 
I beg each friendly power the ftorm may ccafe, 
And every warring wave be lull'd in peace. 
What can I more than wifh > for who can free 
The wretched from the woe the gods decree > 
With generous pity I '11 repay your flame j 
Pity ! JUs what deferves a fofter name : 

Whiph 
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Which yet, I fear, of -equal ufe wauld prove 
To (both a tempeft, as abate your love. 

How can my art your fierce difeafe fubdue * 
I want, alas ! a greater cure than you : 
Benumb'd in death the cold phyfician lies, • 
While for his help the feverifli patient cries s 
Call me not cruel, but reproach my fate, 
And, lirkmng while my woes I here relate, 
Let your (oft boibm heave with tender iighs, 
Let melting forrow languiih in. your eyes ; 
Piteous deplore a wretch conflraih'd to rove, 
Whofe crime and punishment is (lighted love ; 
Fix'd for his guilt, to every Doming age, 
A monument of Cytherea's rage. 

At Melea born, my race unknown to fame, 
With oars I ply'd ,• Golymbus was my name ; 
A name that from the diving birds I bore, 
Which feek their fi(hy food along the more* 
One fummer-eve in port I left my fail, 
And with my partners fought a neighbouring vale j 
What tim* the rural nymphs repair'd to pay 
Their floral honours to the Queen of May. 
At firft their various charms my choice confufe, 
For what b choice where each is fit to chuft? 
But love or fate at length my bofora fir'd 
With a bright maid in myrtle-green attirM 5 
A (hepherdets (he was, and on the lawn 
Sate to the fetting-ftm from dewy dawn ; 
Yet fairer than die nymphs who guard the ftreams 
In pearly caves, and flxu» the burning beams. 

I whiiptr 
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I whifper love j flie flies ; I ftijl pfcrfue, 

To prefs her to the )oy (he never knew : 

And while. I fpeak the virgin blufhes fpread 

Her damafk beauty with a warmer red. 

I vow'd unftiaken faith, invoking loud 

Venus, V atteft the folemn faith I vow'd j 

Invoking all the radiant lights above, 

(But moft the lamp that lights the realm of love) 

No more to guide me with their friendly rays, 

But leave my imp to periih on the feas, 

If the dear charmer ever chane'd to find. 

My heart difloyal, or my look unkind. 

A maid will Jiften when her lover fwears, 
And think his faith more real than her fears. 
The careful fhepherdefs fecur'd her flocks 
From the devouring wolf, and wily fox, 
Yet fell herfelf an undefended prey 
To one more cruel and more falfe than they. 
The nuptial joys we there confummate foon, 
Safe jn the friendly filence of the moon ,• 
And till the birds proclaimed the dawning day, 
Beneath a (hade of flowers in tranfport lay : 
I rofe, and foftly fighing, view'd her o'er ; 
How chang'd, I thought, from what fhe was before ! 
Yet ftill repeated (eager to be gone) 
My former pledges, with a fainter tone, 
And promis'd quick return : the penfive fair 
Went with reluctance to her f eecy care $ 
"While, I refolv'd to quit my native fhore, 
Never to fee the late-tov'd Malea more, 

Frefh 
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Frefh on the waves the morning breezes play, 
To bear my veflel and my vows away : 
With profperous {peed I fly before the wind, 
And leave the length of Lefbos all behind : 
Far diflant from my Malean love at laft, 
(Secure with twenty leagues between us cad) 
I furl my fails, and on the Sign an more, 
Adopting that my feat, the veffel moor. 
Sigrium, from whofe aerial height I fpy 
The diftant fields that bore imperial Troy, 
Which, ftill accursed for Helen's broken vow, 
Procure thin crops, ungrateful to the plow. 
I gaze, revolving in my guilty mind ; 
What future vengeance will my falfehood find, 
When kings, and empires, no forgivenefs gain'd 
For violated rites, and faith prophan'd ! 

Sea-faring on that coaft I led my life, 
A commoner of love, without a wife ; 
Content with cafual joys : and vainly thought 
Venus forgave the perjurM, or forgot. 
And now my fixtieth year began to ihed 
An undifUnguifiVd winter o'er my head ; 
When, bent for Tenedos, a country dame 
(I thought her fuch) for fpeedy parage came. ' 
A palfy (hook her limbs j a mrivel'd lkin 
But ill conceal'd the Skeleton within ; 
A monument of Time : With equal grace 
Her garb had poverty to fuit her fate. 
Extorting firft my price, I fpread my fail, 
And fleer my courfe* before a merry gale ; 

U Which 
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Which haply turn'd her tatter'd veir afide, 
AVhen in her lap a golden vafe I fpy'd j 
Around fo rich with orient gemsenchas'd, 
A flamy luftre o'er the gold they caft. 
With eager eyes I view the tempting bane, 
And failing now fecure amid the main, 
With felon force I feize the iteming crone, 
To plunge her in, and make the prize my owji. 
To Venus ftrait me changM divine to view ! 
The laughing Loves around their mother flew; 
Who, circled with a pomp of Graces, ftood, 
Such as fbe firft afcended from the flood. 
I bow'd, ador'd— With terror in her voice, 
Thy violence ((he cry'd) fhall win the prize : 
Renew |hy wrinkled form, be young and fair? 
But foon thy heart mall own the purchafe dear. 
Nor is revenge forgot, though long delay'd. 
For vows attefted in the Malean fhade — 
Wrapt in a purple cloud, ihe cut the ikies, 
And looking down, itill threat'ned with her eyes* 

My fear at length difpell'd (the fight of gold 
Can make an avaricious coward bold) 
I feiz'd the glittering fpoil, in hope to find 
A cafe fo rjoh with richer treafures lin'd. 
The lid remov'd, the vacant fpace inclos'd 
An effence, with celeftial art corapos'd ^ 
Which cures old age, and makes the ihriveVd cheek 
Bluihy as Bacchus, and as Hebe fleek j 
Strength to the nerves the neftar'd fweets fupply. 
And eagle-radiance to the faded eye* 

Kor 
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Nor (harp dileafe, nor want, nor age have power 
T' invade that vigour, and that bloom deflower. 

Th' effect I found ; for, when return'd to land, 
Some drops I fprinkled on my fun-burnt hand* 
Where'er they fell, furprizing to the fight, 
The freckled brown irarbib'd a milky white ? 
So look the panther's varied fides ; and lb 
The pheafant's wing, bedropt with flakes of mow. 
I wet the whole, the fame celeftial hue 
Tinftur'd the whole ? maeander'd o'er wkh blue. 
Struck with amazement here, I paufe a fpace j 
Next with the liquid fweets anoint my face : 
My neck and hoary locks I then bedew, 
And in the waves my changing vifage view.. 
Strait with my charms the watry mirror glowj r 
Thofe fatal charms that ruin'd your repofe ! 
Still doubting, up I ftart, and fear to find 
Some young Adonis gazing o'er behind. 
My wafte, and all my limbs, I laft befmear'd, 
And foon a gloflTy youth o'er all appear *d. 

Long wrapt in fiient wonder, on the ftrand, 
I like a ftatue of Apollo (land : 
Like his, with oval grace my front is ipread ; 
Like his, my lips and cheeks are rofy red j ^ 

Like bis my limbs are fhap'd ; in every part 
So juft, they mock the fculptor's mimic art : 
And golden curls adown my moulder' s flow 5 
Nor wants there ought, except the lyre and bow. 
Reftor'd to youth, triumpant I repair 
To court,- to captivate th' admiring fair : 

f V x My, 
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My faultlefs form the Lefbian nymphs adore ! 
Avow their flames, weep, (igh, proteft, implore. 
There feel I firft the penance of my fin ; 
All fpring without, and winter all witmn ! 
From me the fenfe of gay defire is fled, 
And all their charms are cordial to the dead. 
Or if within my breaft there chance to rife 
The fwect 'remembrance of the genial joys $ 
Sudden it leaves mc, like a transient gleam 
That gild^s the fiirface of a freezing ftream. 
Meantime with various pangs my heart is torn, 
Hate drives with Pity, Shame contends with Scorn : 
Confus'd with grief, I quit the court, to range 
In favage wilds j and curfe my penal change. 
The phcohi'x To, reftor'd with rich perfumes, 
Difplays the florid pride of all his plumes ; 
Then flies to live amid th* Arabian grove, 
In barren folitude, a foe to love. 
But, in the calm recefs of woods and plains, 
The viper Envy revel'd in my veins ; 
And ever when the male carefs'd his bride, 
Sighing with rage, I turn'd my eyes afide. 
In river, mead, and grove, fuch objects role, 
T' avenge the goddefs, and awake my woes : 
Filh, beaft, and bird, in river, mead, and grove, 
Blefs'd and rever'd the blifsful powers of Love, 

What can I do for eafe ? O, whither fly ? 
Refume my fatal form, ye gods, I cry : 
Wither this beauteous bloom, fo tempting gay ; 



And let me live traasform'd to weak, and gray ! 



By 
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By change of clime my forrows to beguile, 

I leave for Sicily my native ifle : 

Vain hope ! for who can leave himfelf behind 5 

And live a thoughtlefs exile from the mind ? 

Arriving there, amidft a flowery plain 

That join*d the more, I view'd a virgin- train 5 

Who in foft ditties fung of Acis* flame, 

And ftrew'd with annual wreaths his amber dream. 

Me foon they faw, and, nYd with pious joy, 

He comes, the god-like Acis comes, they cry r 

Fair pride of Neptune's court ! indulge our prayer j 

Approach, you *ve now no Polypheme to fear : 

Accept our rites : to bind thy brow, we bring 

Thefe earlieft honours of the rofy fpring : 

So may thy Galatea ftill be kind, 

As we thy fmiling power propitious find ! 

But if— (they read their error in my blufh ; 

For fhame, and rage, and fcorn, alternate flufli) 

But if of earthy race, yet kinder prove j 

Refufe all other rites, but thofe of Love. 

That hated word new-ftabs my rankling wound 5 

Like a ftuck deer I ftartle at the found : 

Thence to the woods with furious fpeed repair, 

And leave them all abandon'd to defpair. 

So, frighted by the fwajns, to reach the brake 
Glides from a funny bank the glittering fnake : 
And whilft, reviv'd in youth, his wavy train 
Floats in large ipires, and burns along the plain; 
He darts malignance from his fcomful eye, 
And the young flowers with livid buTes die. 

U 3 Let 
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Let my fad fate your foft companion move, 
Convinc'd that Phaon would, but cannot lore r 
To torture anddiftraft my foul, are join'd 
Unfading youth, and impotence of mind. 
The white and red that flatter on my ikin, 
Hide hell ; the grinning Furies howl within j 
Pride, Envy, Rage, and Hate inhabit there, 
And the black child of Guilt, extreme Defpair : 
Nor of lefs terror to the perjur'd prove 
The frowns of Venus, than the bolts of Jove, 
When Orpheus in the woods began to play, 
Sooth'd with his airs the leopards round him lay : 
Their glaring eyes with leflen'd fury burn'd ; 
But when the lyre was mute, their rage rcturn'd : 
So would thy Mufe and lute a while controul 
My woes, and tune the difcord of my foul : 
In fweet fufpence each favage thought reftrain'd* 
And then, the love I never felt I feign'd. 
O Sappho, now that Mufe and lute employ ; 
Invoke the golden goddefs from the iky : 
From the Leucadian rock ne'er hope redrefs ; 
In love, Apollo boafts no fure fuccefs : 
Let him prefide o'er oracles and arts ; 
Venus alone hath balm for bleeding hearts. 
O, let the warbled hymn * delight her ear j 
Can (he when Sappho fings refufe to hear ? 
Thrice let the warbled hymn repeat thy pain, 
While flowers and burning gums perfume her fane. 

* Alluding to her Ode to Venus. 

And 
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And when, defcencling to the plaintive found, 
She comes confeiVd with all her Graces round s 
O, plead my caufe ! in that aufpicious hour, 
Propitiate with thy vows the vengeful power. 
Nor ceafe thy fuit, till with a fmiling air 
She cries, I give my Phaon to thy prayer : ' 
Ariel, from his crime abfoiv'd, with all his charms 
He long (hall live, and die in Sappho's arms.— 
Then iwifr, and*gentle as her gentleft dove, 
I'll feek thy bread, and equal all thy love : 
Hymen (hall clap his purple wings, and fpread 
Inceflant raptures o'er the nuptial bed. 
And while in pomp at Cytherea's (hrine, 
With choral fong and dance, our vows we join ; 
Her flaming altar with religious fear 
I'll touch, and proftrate on the marble, fwear 
That zeal and love for ever (hall divide 
My heart, between the goddefs and the bride. 

A T A L E, 

Deviled in the plefaunt Manere of 
GENTIL MAISTER JEOFFREY CHAUCER*. 

VT7" Hylom in Kent there dwelt a clerke, 

* * Who wyth grete cheer, and litil werke r 
Upfwalen was with venere : 
For meagre Lent ne recked he, 

v * Ne 
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Ne faints daies had in remembraunce, 

Mo will had he to daiiaunce. 

To ferchen out a bellamie, 

He had a fharp and licorous eie ; 

But it wold bett abide a leke, 

Or onion, than the fight of Greke : 

Wherefore, God yeve him fhame, Boccac* 

Serv'd him for Bafil and Ignace, 

His vermeil cheke that fhon wyth mirth* 

Spake him the blitheft prieit on yearth : 

At chyrch, to mew his lillied hond, 

Full fetoufly he prank 'd his bond ; 

Sleke weren his flaxen locks ykempt, 

And Ifaac Wever was he nempt* 

Thilke clerke, echaufed in the groyne. 
For a young damofell did pyne, 
Born in Eaft-Cheap ; who, by my fay, 
Ypert was as a popinjay : 
Ke wit ne wordes did Hie waunt, 
Wele cond lhe many a romaunt j 
Ore mufcadine, or fpiced ale, 
She carrold foote as nightingale : 
And for the nonce couth rowle her eyne, 
Withouten fpeche ; a fpeciall figne 
She lack'd fomdele of what ech dame 
Holds dere as life, yet dredes to name : 
So was eftfoons by Ifaac won, 
To blifsful contamination. 

Here mought I now tellen the feftes, 
Who yave the bryde, how bibb'd the gheftei ; 

5 Bwt 
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But withoutcn fuch gawdes, I trow 
Myne legend is prolix ynow. 
Ryghte wele arecds Dan Prior's fong, 
A tale (hold never be too long; 
And fikerly in fayre Englond 
None bett doeth taling underftond. 

She now, algates full fad to chaunge 
The citee forherhulbond's graunge, 
To Kent mote ; for fhe wele did knowe 
'Twas vaine ayenft the ftreme to rowe. 
Sa wend they on one Heed yfere, 
Ech cleping toder life and dere ; 
Heven fhilde hem fro myne Bromley hoft, 
Or many a groat theyr meel woll coft. 

Deem next ye maiftrefs Wever fene 
Yclad in fable bombafine j 
The frankeleins wyves accoft her blythe, 
Curteis to guilen hem of tythe j 
And yeve honour parochiall 
In pew, and eke at feftivall. 
Worfchip and wealth her hufbond hath ; 
Ne poor in aught, fave werks and faith : 
Kepes bull, bore, flallion, to difpence 
Large pennorths of benevolence. 
His berne y crammed was, and (lore 
Of poultrie cackled at the dore ; 
His wyf grete joie to fede hem toke, 
And was aftonied at the cocke ; 
That, in his portaunce debonair, 
On everich henn beflow'd a (hare 

, Of 
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Of plefaunce, yet no genitours 
She faw, to thrill his paramours : 
OfHithcs (he mokefmus'dtheron, 
Yet nift lhe howgates it was don. 

One night, ere they to fleepen went, 
Her Ifaac in her arms (he hent, 
As was her ufage ; and did faie* 
Of charite I mote thee praie, 
To techen myne unconnyng wit 
One thing it com prehendeth niet : 
And maie the foul fiend harrow thee,, 
If in myne queft thou falfen me. 

Our Chaunticlere loves everich hcn r 
Ne fewer kepes our yesd than ten ; 
Yet romps he ore beth grete and fmall, 
Ne ken I what he fwinks wythall. 
But on ech leg a wepon is, 
Yperfent, and full ftarke I wys ; 
Doth he with hem at Pertelote play ? 
In (both theres werk inough for tway. 

Qd. Ifaac, certes by Sain& Poule* 
Myne lief thou art a fimple foule ; 
Foules fro the egle to the wrenj, 
Bin harnefs'd othergife than men : 
For the males engins of delite, 
Ferre in theyr entrails are empight ; 
Els, par mifchaunce/ theyr merriment 
Emong the breers mought fore be fhent. 
Thus woxen note, they much avaunct 
Lpve of venereal jouifaunce : 

" * An4 



A TALE* « 2 9 y 

And in one month, the trouth to fayne, 
Swink mo than manhode in yeres twaine. 

O Benedicite ! qd. fhe, 
If kepyng hotc lh kindlych be, 
Hie in thyne bowelcs trufs thyne gere, 
And eke the ikrippc that daunglcth here. 

Kc dame, he anfwerd, mote that bene; 
For as I hope to be a dene, 
Thilkc Falftafle-bcllie rownd and big,. 
Was built for corny ale and pig : 
Ne in it is a chink for thefe, 
Ne for a wheat-ftraw, and tway peafe. 

Pardie, qd. (he, fyth theres nat room, 
Svrete Nykin ! chafe hem in myne woom. 



TO MR. POPE. 

AN IMITATION OF A GREEK EPIGRAM IN HOMIR. 

In which the poet fuppofeth Apollo to have given 
this anfwer to one who enquired who was the author 
of the Iliad, 

*Hei$ov ph 'Eywv, ex,ipa*<re ft 9«@- "OpiyQ-, 

Haec modulabar ego, fcripfit divinus Homerus. 
t 
XTyT HEN Phoebus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 

" Of old affembled in the Thefpian fliadts, 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Befits thefe harps to found, and thee to hear ? 

Reply'* 
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Iteply'd the god, Your loftieft notes employ 
To fing young Peleus, and the fell of Troy. 
The wondrous fong with rapture they rehearfe, 
Then aik who wrought that miracle of verfe. 
He anr\ver*d with a frown : I now reveal 
! A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal. 
Retiring frequent to his laureat vale, 
I warbled to the lyre that favourite tale, 
Which, unobferv'd, a wandering Greek and blind, 
Heard me repeat, and treafur'd in his mind ; 
And, fir'd with thirft of more than mortal praile, 
From me the god of wit ufurp'd the bays. 

But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
Proud with ceteftial fpoils to grace her name : 
Yet when my arts (hall triumph in the Weft, 
And the White Ifle with female power is bleft, 
Fame, I forefee, will make reprifals there, 
And the tranflator's palm to me transfer j 
With lefs regret my claim I now decline, 
The world will think this Englifh Iliad mine, 

THE PLATONIC SPELL. 

TTTHENE'ER I wed, young Strephon cry'd, 

* * Ye powers that o'er the noofe prefide, 
Wit, beauty, wealth, good-humour grve, 
Or let me ftill a rover live : 
But if all thefe no nymph can fhare, 
Let mine, ye powers ! be doubly fair. 

Tbw 
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Thus pray'd the Twain in heat of blood, 

Whilft nigh celeftial Cupid flood ; 

A fid, tapping him, faid, Youth be wife, 

And let a child for once advife. 

A faultlefs make, a manag'd wit, 

Humour and riches, rarely meet r 

But if a beauty you'd obtain, 

Court fome bright Phyllis of the brain.; 

The dear idea long enjoy, 

Clean is the blifs, and ne'er will cloy. 
But trufl me, youth, for I 'm fincere, 

And know the ladies to a hair ; 

Howc'er fraall poets whine upon it, 

Id madrigal, and fong, and fonnet, 

Their beauty *s but a {pell, to bring 

A lover to th' enchanted ring. 

E'er the fack-poffet is digefted, . f 

Or half of Hymen's taper wafted, 

The winning air, the, wanton trip, 

The radiant eye, the velvet lip, 

From which you fragrant kifles flole, 

And fcem'd to fuck her fpringing foul ; 

Thefe, and the reft you doated on, 

Are naufeous, or infipid grown ; 

The fpell duTolves, the cloud is gone, 

And Sacharifla turns to Joan. 



MARULLUS. 
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MARULLUS TO NEiERA,. 

IMITATED. 

ROB'D like Diana, ready for the chace, 
Her mind as Ijpotlefs, and as fair her face, 
Young Sylvia ftray'd beneath the dewy dawn 
To courfe th* imperial flag o'er Windfor lawn. 
There Cupid view'd her fprcading o'er the plain, 
The firft and faireft of the rural train ; 
Jtad, by a fmall miftake, the power of love, 
Thought her the virgin -goddefs of the grove : 
Soon aw'd with innocence, t' evade her fight 
He fled, and drop'd his quiver in the flight : 
Though pleas'd, (he blufh'd ; and, with a glowing fmilf. 
Purfued the god, and feiz'd the golden fpoil. 

The nymph, refiftlefs in her native charms, 
Now reigns, poflcfs'd of Cupid's dreaded arms ; 
And, wing'd with lightning from her radiant eyes, 
Unerring in its fpeed each arrow flies. 
No more his deity is held divine, 
Uo more we kneel at Cytherea's fhrine ; 
Their various pewers, complete in Sylvia, prove 
Her tide to command the realms of love. 



KISSES. 
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X I S S E S. 

TRANSLATED FROM SECUNDUM 
B A S I U M I. 

TTTHEN. Venus, in the fweet Idalian fhade, 
* * A violet couch for young Afcanius made. 
Their -opening gems th* obedient rofes bow'd, 
And veil'd his beauties with a damafk cloud : 
While the bright goddcfs, with a gentle fhower 
Of neoW'd dews, perfumed the blifsful bower. 

Of fight infatiate, fhe devours his charms, 
Till her foft breaft rekindling ardour warms ; 
New joys tumultuous in her bofom roll, 
And all Aden is rufheth on her foul ? 
Tranfported with each dear refembling grace, 
She cries, Adonis !~-fure I fee thy facet 
Then ftoops to chip the beauteous form, but fear* 
He'd wake too foon, and with a figh forbears ; 
Yet, fix'd in filent rapture, ftands to gaae, 
Rifling each flowering bud that round her plays : 
Swell'd with her touch, each animated rofe 
Expands, and ftrait with warmer purple glows j 
Where infant kiffes bloom, a balmy ftore ! 
Redoubling all the blifs fhe feJt before. 

Sudden heffwans career along the ikies, 
And o'er the globe the fair celeftial flies $ 

Then, 
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Then , as where Ceres pafs'd, the teeming plain 

Yellow'd with wavy crops of golden grain, 

So fruitful kiffcs fell where Venus flew, 

And by the power of genial magic grew ; 

A plenteous harveft ! which fhe deign'd f impart 

To (both an agonizing love-fick heart. 

All hail, ye rofeate kiflfes ! who remove 
Our cares, and cool the calentures of love. 
Lo ! I your poet, in melodious lays 
Blefs your kind power, enamour'd of your prai/e ; 
Lays f form'd to laft till barbarous time invades 
The Mutes' hill, and withers all their fhades. 
Sprung from the * guardian of the Roman name, 
In Roman numbers live, fecure of fame. 
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AS the young enamour'd vine 
Round her elm delights to twine, 
As the clafping ivy throws 
Round her oak her wanton boughs, 
So clofe, expanding all thy charms, 
Fold me, my Chloris, in thy arms 1 
Clofer, my Chloris, could it be, 
Would my fond arms incircle thee. 

The jovial friend wall tempt in vain 
With humour,, wit, and briik champaign©. * 

* Venus. 
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In vain (hall Nature call for fleep, 
We '11 Love's eternal vigils keep : 
Thus, thus for ever let us lie, 
Diflblving in excefs of joy, 
Till fate fhall with a fingle dart 
Transfix the pair it cannot part. 

Thus join'd, we '11 fleet like Venus ' doves, 
And feek the bleft Etylian groves ; 
Where Spring in rofy triumph reigns 
Perpetual o'er the joyous plains : 
There, lovers of heroic name, 
Revive their long-extinguifli'd flame, 
And o'er the fragrant vale advance 
In Alining pomp to form the dance, 
Or ling of Love and gay Defire, 
Refponfive to the warbling' lyre ; 
Reclining foft in blifsful bowers, 
Purpled fwect with fpringing flowers j 
And cover'd with a filken (hade, 
Of laurel mix'd with myrtle made : 
Where, flaunting in immortal bloom, 
The muik-rofe fecnts the verdant gloom j 
Through which the \vhifper4ng Zephyrs fly 
Softer than a virgin's figh. 

When we approach thofe bleft retreats, 
Th* aiTcmbly ftrait will leave their feats, 
Admiring much the matchlefs pair, 
So fond the youth, the nymph fo fair ! 
Daughters and miftrcfles to Jove, 
By Homer fam'd of old for love ; 

X la 
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In homage to the Bfitifh Grace, 

Will give pre-eminence of place. 

Helen herfelf will foon agree 

To rife, and yield her rank to thee; 



AN EPISTLE 

T o 

THOMAS LAMBARD, ESQ^ 

* Omnia me tua dele&ant ; fed maxime, maxima cum 
" fides in amicitia, confilium, gravitas, conftantiaj 
u turn lepos, humanitas, literae." 

, Cicero, Ep. xxvii. Lib. xi. 

QLO W though I am to wake the fleeping lyre, 
U Yet mould the Mufe fbme happy fong infpire, < 
Fit for a friend to give, and worthy thee, 
That favourite verfe to Lambard I decree : 
Such may the Mufe infpire, and make it praye 
A pledge and monument of lafting love ! 
Meantime intent the faireff plan to find, 

To form the manners, and improve the mind ; 

Me the fam'd wits of Rome and Athens pleafe, 

By Orrery's indulgence wrapt in eafe j 

Whom all the rival Mufes ftrive to grace 

With wreaths familiar to his letter'd race. 

Now Truth's bright charms employ my ferious thought, 

In flowing eloquence by Tully taught : 

Then 
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Then from the ftadcs of Tr&rLinL I jw, 

And ftudious waader ar 2K Gtn^sr pw* - 

While wonder aafi delude v* £«J mg*r£ 

To fouad the depchs of ?Ia»" * iacrsii! j*ag£ ? 

Where Science is «jj^£I** &£&e jj«, 

And, veil'd, the awce fni»ier ifS***"* *?**, 

Traulported ihrawfy tie fewweri fo*gfaa» 1 £*» 

Of Pindar, and a&aue dtt «aru.^i/$ tr*ei, 

Whole wicgf lie M de it iesaer *£» j*-v*"4, 

And their feces iarj*. » amt 4or» ar? ;**'i, 

As night is ted£^=s **rJc, 3» kws: v&rr* 4 f 

The wakeful jtxs*3 expe^a Ac fe; 4 ". ;<*& -y» .4 j 

As weaiy'd Li»£; accrue t 4 je %%.?*?"■% 'v-,, 

And heir* uspsTa^ w*:, fee »t»i7/i'V;«; 

So dull to Horzre * cid rr* Tjvt>«*> ;/ .'.*, 

Till his fieeil-i 3«et \y'\rz.f i'Kte *9?ys/)*t 

To combat r3ct, az»£ :;>. ^ */> e%y;Ut f 

In eafy cmr-ben war a-!v ? £ to f.?vft ? 

Guilt bS^fb d *z£. rz?r„ ,.t< ^r^n &e ;*e*r4 V-ffi fift£, 

He fm.rd ieprcof, «- 1: :.;i..«d »r # h r/ia ftjfl^. 

With fach a trie vf- < r,-,. , •e-.vce rx;/re% 

Wit, tha* *~ !;, ;, %.,. r,c/ &*r,d tht ttft i 

Bat be, nLo t./.^tW t> v-Ulmfy fhay*, 

And frc-ci ?rof* ir.^?t\, v><> Ad merit (xraiJc, 

When Nature ft'. 'L* n'/:A*4 fiort* in view, 

Affects ro rc'i:h ov; per in Peru : 

So v.bile the fea-» on barren (ands arc caft, 

The faitaefs of their wares offends the tafte : 

'* Epifh i. Lib. i. 

X 2 But 
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But when to heaven exhal'd, in fruitful rain 
In fragrant dews they fall, to cheer the fwain 
Revive the fainting flowers, and fwellthe meager grain 

Be this their care, who, ftudious of renown, 
Toil up th* Aonian fteep to reach the crown ; 
Suffice it me, that (having fpent my prime 
In picking epithets, and yoking rhyme) 
To ftcadier rule my thoughts I now compofe, 
And prize ideas clad in houeft profe. 
Old Dryden, emulous of Csefar's praife, 
Cover'd his baldnefs with immortal bays j 
And Death perhaps, to fpoii poetic fport, 
Unkindly cut an Alexandrine fhort ; 
His ear had a more lading itch than mine, 
For the fmooth cadence of a golden line : 
Should luft of verte prevail, and urge the man 
To run the trFfling race the boy began, 
Mellow'd with fixty winters, you might fee 
My circle end in fecond infancy. 
I might ere long an awkward humour have, 
To' wear my bells and coral fo the grave, 
Or round my room alternate take a courfe, 
Now mount my hobby, then the Mutes' horfe : 
Let others wither gay, but I'd appear 
With fage decorum in my eafy chair ; 
Crave as I/ibanius, flumbcring o'er the laws, 
Whilft gold and party zeal decide the caufe. 

A nobler tafk our riper age affords 
Than fcanning fyllablcs, and weighing words. 

T* 
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To make his hours in even meafures flow, 

Nor think fome fleet too faft, and fome too flow j 

Still equal in himfelf, and free to tafte 

The Now, without repining at the Paft ; 

Nor the vain prefcience of the fpleen t' employ, 

To pall the flavour of a promis'd joy ; 

To live tenacious of the go}den mean, 

In all events of various fate ferene ; 

With virtue fteel'd, and fteady tofurvey 

.Age, death, difeafe, or want, without difmay : 

Thefe arts, my Lambard ! ufeful in their end, 

Make man to others and himfelf a friend. 

Happieft of mortals he, who, timely wife, 
In the calm walks of Truth his bloom enjoys j 
With books and patrimonial plenty bleft, 
Health in his veins, aad quiet in his bread ! 
Him no vain hopes attract, no fear appals, 
Nor the gay fervitude of courts enthrals, 
Unkaowing how to mafk concerted guile 
With a falfe cringe, or undermining fmile ; 
His manners pure, from affectation free, 
And prudence mines through clear fimplicity. 
Though no rich labours of the Perfian loom, 
Nor the nice fculptor's art* adorn his room, 
Sleep unprovok'd will foftly feal his eyes, 
And innocence the want of down fupplies ; 
Health tempers all his cups, and at his board 
Reigns the cheap luxury the fields afford : 
Like the great Trojan, mantled in a cloud, 
Himfelf unfeen he fees the labouring croud, 

X 3 When 
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Where all induftrious to their ruin run, 
Swift to purfue what mod they ought to (hun. 
Some, by the Fordid third of gain control'd, 
Starve in their ftores, and cheat themfelves for gold, 
Prcferve the precious bane with anxious care 
In vagrant lufts to feed a lavifh heir : 
Others devour Ambition's glittering bait, 
To fweat in purple, and repine in ftate ; 
Devote their powers to every wild extreme 
For the fhort pageant of a pompous dream : 
Nor can the mind to full perfection bring 
The fruits it early promis'd in the fpring, 
But in a public fphere thofe virtues fade, 
Which open'd fair and flourifh'd in the made : 
So while the Night her ebon fceptre fways, 
Her fragrant blooms the Indian plant * displays ; 
But the full day the (hort-liv'd beauties lhun, 
Elude our hopes, and ficken at the fun. 
Fantaftic joys in diftant views appear, 
And tempt the man to make the ralh career. 
Fame, Power, and Wealth, which glitter at the goal^ 
Allure his eye, and fire his eager foul ; 
For thefe are eafe and innocence refign'd, 
For thefe he ftrips ,• farewell the tranquil mind ! 
Heathlrong he urges on till vigour fails, 
And gray experience (but too late !) prevails ;] 
But, in his evening, view the hoary fool, 
When the nerves flacken, and the fpirits cool ; 

f The mire -tree, 

Whca 
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When joy and blufhy youth forfake his face,, 

Sicklied with age, and four with felf-difgracc j 

No flavour then the fparkling cups retain, 

Mufick is harfli, the Syren fings in vain ; 

To him what healing balm can art apply, 

Who lives difcas'd with life, and dreads to die ? 

In that la ft fcene, by Fate in fables dreft, 

Thy power, triumphant Virtue ! is confeft j 

Thy veftal flames diflufc celcftial li^,ht 

Through Death's dark vaje, andvanquifh total night | 

Lenient of a^guifb, o'er the bread prevail, 

When the gay toys of flattering Fortune fall. 

Such, happy Twifden ! (ever be thy name 

Mourn 'd by the Mufe, and fair in dcathlcfi fame I) 

While the bright effluence of her glory mane, 

Were thy laft hours, a*nd fuch I wifh my own r 

So caflia bruis'd exhales her rich perfumes, 

And incenfe in a fragrant cloud con fumes. 

Mod fpoil the boon that Nature 's plcas'd t* impart, 
By too much varnifh or by want of art 1 
By folid fcience all her gifts are grae'd, 
Like gems new poliuYd, and with gold enchas'd. 
Votes to th' unlctterM 'fquire the laws allow, 
As Rome receiv'd di&ators from the plow : 
But arts, addrefs, and force of genius, join 
To make aHanmer in the fonatc ihine. 
Yet one prefiding power in every brcail 
Receives a flronger fan&ion than the reft j 
And they who ftudy and difcern it well, 
Aft unreitrain*4i without defigo excel, 

X 4 But 
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But court contempt, and err without redrefs, 
Miffing the mafter-talent they poflefs. 
Whifton perhaps in Euclid may fucceed, 
But (hall I truft him to reform my creed ? 
In fweet affemblage every blooming grace 
Fix Love's bright throne in Teraminta's face, 
With which her faultlefs lhape and air agree, 
But, wanting wit, fhe ftrives to repartee ; 
And, ever prone her matchlefs form to wrong, 
Left Envy fhould be dumb, (he lends her tongue. 
By long experience D— y may, no doubt, 
Enfnare a gudgeon, or fometimes a trout j 
Yet Dryden once exclaimed (in partial fpite !) 
He fifh !— Becaufe the man attempts to write. 
Oh, if the Water-nymphs were kind to none 
But thole the Mufcs bathe in Helicon : 
In what far^diftant age would Belgia raife 
One happy wit to net the Britifh feas ! 

Nature permits her various gifts to fall 
On various climes, nor fmiles alike on all : 
The Latian vales eternal verdure wear, 
And flowers fpontaneous crown the fmiling year j 
But who manures a wild Norwegian hill, 
To raife the jafmine or the coy jonquil ? 
Who finds the peach among the favage floes, 
Or in bleak Scythia feeks the blufhing rofe ? 
Here golden grain waves o'er the teeming fields, 
And there the vine her racy purple yields. 
High on the cliffs the Britiih oak afcends, 
Proud to furvcy the feas her power defends ; 

H.r 
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Her fovereign title to the flag (he proves, 
Scornful of fofter India's fpicy groves. 

Thcfe inftances, which true in fa& we find, 
Applv we to the culture of the mind. 
This foil, in early youth improvM with care, 
The feeds of gentle fcience beft will bear; 
,That with more particles of flame infpir d, 
With glittering arms and thirit of fame is fir'd ; 
Nothing of greatnefs in a third will grow, 
But, barren as it is, 'twill bear a beau. 
If thefe from nature's genial bent depart, 
In life's dull farce to play a borrow'd part • 
Should the fage drefs, and flutter in the Mall, 
Or leave his problems for a birth-night ball ; 
Should the rough homicide unfheath his pen, 
And in heroics only murder men ; 
Should the foft fop forfake the lady's charms, 
To face the foe with inoffenfive arms j 
Each would variety of acls afford, 
Fitforfome new Cervantes to record. 

Whither, you cry, tends all this dry difcourfe > 
To prove, like Hudibras, a man's no horfe. 
I look'd for fparkling lines, and fomething gay 
To frifkmy fancy with ; but, footh to fay ! 
From her Apollo now the Mufe elopes, 
And trades in fyllogifms more than tropes. 
Faith, Sir, I fee you nod, but can't forbear; 
When a friend reads, in honour you muft hear : 
For all enthufiafts, when the fit is ftrong, 

Indulge a volubility of tongue : 

Their 
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Their fury triumphs o'er the men of phlegm, 
And, council-proof, will never baulk a theme. 
So Burgefs on his Tripod rav'd the more, 
When round him half the faints began to fnore. 
To lead, us fafe through Error's thorny maze, 
Reafon exerts her pure ethereal rays j 
But that bright daughter of eternal day 
Holds in our mortal frame a dubious fway. 
Though no lethargic fumes the brain inveft. 
And opiate all her active powers to reft ; 
Though on that magazine no fevers feize, 
To calcine all her beauteous images : 
Yet banifli'd from the realms by right her own, 
Pailion, a blind ufurper, mounts the throne r 
Or, to known good preferring (pecious ill, 
Reafon becomes a cully to the will : 
Thus man, perverfely fond to roam aftray, 
Hoodwinks the guide aflign'd to Ihew the way ; 
And in life's voyage like the pilot fares 
Who breaks the compafs, and contemns the liars, 
To fteer by meteors, which at random fly, 
Preluding to a tempeft in the iky. 
Vain of his fkill, and led by various views, 
Each to his end a different path purfues j 
And feldom is ope wretch fo humble known • 
To think his friend's a better than his own : 
The boldeft they, who leaft partake the light, 
As game-cocks in the dark are train 'd to fight. 
Nor fhamc, nor ruin, can our pride abate, 
But what became our choice we call our fate. 

Villain, 
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Villain, faid Zeno to his pilfering (lave, 
"What frugal Nature needs, I freely gave ; 
With thee my treafure I depos'd in trail, 
What could provoke thee now to prove un>ujl ? 
Sir, blame the ftars, felonious culprit cry'd : 
We *11 by the ftatute of the liars be try'd. 
If their ftrong influence all our actions urge, 
Some are foredoom 'd to Ileal — and fome to fcourge ? 
The beadle muft obey the Fates' decree, 
As powerful Defliny prevail'd with thee. 

This heathen logic feems to bear too hard 
On me, and many a harmlefs modern bard : 
The critics hence may think themfelves decreed 
To jerk the wits, and rail at all they read ; 
.Foes to the tribe from which they trace their clan, 
As monkies draw their pedigree from man ; 
To which (though by the breed our kind 's difgrac'd) 
We grant fuperior elegance of tafle : 
But in their own defence the wits obferve 
That, by impulfe from heaven, they write and (larve ; • 
Their patron-planet, with refiftlefs power, 
Irradiates every poet's natal hour ; 
Engendering in his head a folar heat 
For which the college has no.fure receipt, 
Elfe from their garrets would they foon withdraw 
And leave the rats to revel in the draw. 

Nothing ib much intoxicates the brain 
As Flattery's (booth infinuating bane : 
She on th* unguarded ear employs her art, 
While vain feif-love unlocks the yielding heart? 

' And 
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And Reafon oft fubmits when both invade, 

Without aflaulted, and within betray'd. 

When Flattery's magic mifts fufFufe the fight, 

The don is active, and the boor polite ; 

Her mirror (hews perfection through the whole, 

And ne'er reflects a wrinkle or a mole ; 

Each character in gay confufion lies, 

And all alike aie virtuous, brave, and wife : 

Nor fail her fulfome arts to footh our pride, 

Though praife to venom turns if wrong apply'd. 

Me thus flic whifpers while I write to you : 
Draw forth a banner'd hoft in fair review '. 
Then every Mufe invoke thy voice to raife, 
Arms and the man to ting in lofty lays : 
Whofe active bloom heroic deeds employ, 
Such as the fon of Thetis * fung at Troy j 
When his high-founding lyre his valour rais'd 
To emulate the demi-gods he prais'd. 
Like him tke Briton, warm at honour's call, 
At fam'd Blaragnia quell'd the bleeding Gaul ; 
By France the genius of the fight confeft, 
For which our patron faint adorns his breaft." — 
Is this my friend, who fits in full content, 

Jovial, and joking with his men of Kent, 

And never any fcene of (laughter faw, 

But thole who fell by phytic or the law > 

Why is he for exploits in war renowned, 

Deck'd with a ftar, with bloody laurels crown 'd ? 

* iiiad ix. 

. O often 
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often prov'd, and ever found fin cere ! 
Too honeft is thy heait, thy fenfe too clear, 
On thefe encomiums to vouchfafc a fmile, 
Which only can belong to great Argyll. 

But moft among the brethren of the bays, 
The dear enchanfefs all her charms difplays, 
In the fly commerce or" alternate piaifc. 
If, for his father's fins condemn'd to write, 
Some young half-fcarher'd poet takes a flight, 
And to my touchftone brings a puny ode, 
Which Swift, and Pope, and Prior would explode ; 
Though every itanza glitters thick with flars, 
And goddefles defcend in ivory cars : 
Is it for me to prove in every part 
The piece irregular by laws of art ? 
His genius looks but aukward, yet his fate 
May raife him to be premier bard of Hate ; 

1 therefore bribe his fuffrage to my fame, 
Revere his judgment, and applaud his flame; 
Then cry, in fteming tranfport, while I fpeak, 
'Tis well for Pindar that he dealt in Greek I 
He, confeious of defert, accepts the praifc, 
And courteous, with increafe the debt repays : 
Boileau *s a mulhroom if compar'd to me, 
And, Horace, I difpute the palm with thee ! 
Both ravifh'd, fing Te Phcebum for fuccefs ; 
Rife fwift, ye laurels ! boy ! befpeak the prefs.— 
Thus on imaginary praife we feed j 

Each writes till all refufc to print or read : 

Froir. 
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From the records of fame condemn'd to pafs 

To* Brifqtfet's calendar, a rubrick afs. 

♦ Few, wondrous few ! are eagle-ey'd to find 

A plain difeafe, or blemifh in the mind : . 

Few can, though wifdom mould their health infure, 

Diipaflionate and cool attend a cure. 

In youth difus'd to obey the needful rein, 

Well pleas'd a favage liberty to gain, 

We fate the kind defire of every (enfe, 

And lull our age in thoughlefs indolence : 

Yet all are Solons in their own conceit, 

Though, to fupply the vacancy of wit, 

Folly and Pride, impatient of control, ' 

The. fifter-twins of Sloth, poflefs the foul. 

By Knellerwcre the gay Pumilio drawn, 

Like great Alcides, with a back of brawn : 

I fcarcely think his pitture would have power 

To make him fight the champions of the Tower : 

Though lions there are tolerably tame, 

And civil as the court from which they came. 

But yet, without experience, fenfe, or arts, 

Pumilio boafts fufficiency of parts : 

Imagines hie alone is amply fit 

To guide the ftate, or give the ftamp to wit : 

Pride paints the mind with an heroic air, 

Nor finds he a defect of vigour there. 

* Brifquet, Jefter to Francis I. of France, kept a 
calendar of fools. 

When 
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When Philomel of old eflay'd to fing, 
And in his rofy progrefs hail'd the fpring, 
Th' aerial fongfters liftening to the lays, 
By filent ecftafy confeft her praife. 
At length, to rival her enchanting note, 
The peacock ftrains the difcord of his throat, 
In hope his hideous ftirieks would grateful prove, 
But the nice audience hoot him through the grove. 
Confcious of wanted* worth, and juft difdain, 
Lowering his creft, he creeps to Juno's fane : 
To his prote&refs there reveals the cafe ; 
And for a fweeter voice devoutly prays. 

Then thus reply'd the radiant goddefs, known 
By her fair rolling eyes and rattling tone : 

My favourite bird ! of all the feather'd kind, . 
Each fpecies had peculiar gifts affign'd : 
The towering eagles to the realms of light 
By their ftrong pounces claim a regal right ; ' 
The fwan, contented with an humbler fate, 
Low on the fifhy river rows in ftate : 
Gay ftarry plumes thy length of train bedeclc, 
And the green emerald twinkles on thy neck ; 
But the poor nightingale, in mean attire, 
Is made chief warbler of the woodland choir. 
Thefe various bounties were difpos'd above, 
And ratify'd th* unchanging will of Jove : 
Difcern thy talent, and his laws adore ; * 
Be what thou wert defign'd, nor aim at more. 
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TO THE Q_UEEN, 
ON HER MAJESTY'S BIRTH-DAY. 

T^ROM this aufpicious day three kingdoms date 
■*■ The faircft favours of indulgent Fate : 
From this the months in radiant circles run, 
As ftars receive their luftre from the fun. 

To you the fceptrcs of all Europe bend, 
The vi£tor thofe revere, and thefe the friend 5 
Your filken reins the willing nations crave, 
For 'tis your lov'd prerogative to fave. 
Mild amidft triumphs, victory beftows 
Cn you renown, and freedom on your foes; 
Obfervant of your will, the goddefs brings 
Palms in her hand, and healing in her wings. 

But, as the brighteft beams and gentleft mowers 
Were once referv'd for Eden's opening flowers ; 
So, though lemoter realms your influence ihare, 
Britannia boails to be your darling care. 
By your great wifdom and relifllefs might, 
Abroad we conquer, and at home unite : 
Nature had join'd the lands ; but you alone 
Make their arTcStions and their councils one 5 
You fpeak— the jarring principles remove, 
And, clofc combin'-d, the fiALer-nations piove 
Rivals alone in loyalty and love. 

What 
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What power would now forbid the warrior-queen 
To wave the red-crofs banners o'er the Seine > 
Others for titles urge the foldier's toil, 
Or meanly feek- the foe, to feize the fpojl ; 
But you for right your pious arms employ, 
And conquer to peftore, and not deftroy ; 
Vouchsafing audience to your fuppliant foes, 
You long to give the labouring world repofe ; 
Concurring juilice waits from you the word , 
Pleas'd, when you fix thpfcales, lofbeath thefwer4» 

From this propitious omen we prefage 
Unnumbered bleilings to the coming age, 
Eftabliih'd Faith, the daughter of the ikies, 
Shall fee new temples by your bounty rife ; 
Commerce beneath the fouthern (lars mall thrive, 
Inteftine feuds expire, and arts reyive ; 
Safe in their ihades the Mufes fhall remain, 
And fing the milder glories of your reign. 

So, whilft offended heaven exerts its power, 
Swift fly the lightnings, loud the thunders roar, 
But, when our incenfe reconciles the- ikies, 
Again the radiant beams begin to rife ; 
Soft Zephyrs gently waft the clouds away, 
And fragrant flowers perfume the dawning da*' j 
The groves around rejoice with echoing ftrains, 
And golden Plenty covers all the plains. 
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AN ODE 

• To the Right Honourable 

JOHN LORD GOWER, 

WRITTEN IN THE SPRING, 1716. 

I. 
/"X'ER Winter's long inclement fway, 
^^ At length the lufty Spring prevails j 
And, fwift to meet the fmiling May, 
Is wafted by the weftern gales. 
Around him dance the rofy hours, 
And damafkingthe ground with flowers, 
With ambient fwects perfume the morn : 
With fhadowy verdure flourifh'd high, 
A fudden youth the groves enjoy ; 
Where Philomel laments forlorn, 
II. 
By herawak'd, the woodland choir 
To hail the coming god prepares ; 
And tempts me to refume the lyre, 
Soft warbling to the vernal airs. 
Yet once more, O ye Mufes ! deign 
For me, the meaneft of your train, 
Unblam'dt* approach yourbleft retreat : 
Where Horace wantons at your fpring. 
And Pindar fweeps a bolder firing ; 
Whoic notes th' Aonian hills repeat. 

Or 
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III. 
Or if invok'd, where Thames'* fruitful tides. 
Slow through the Tale in filver volume* play ; 
Now your own Phoebus o'er the mouth prefides, 
Gives Love the night, and doubly gilds the day : 
Thither, indulgent to my prayer, . 
Ye bright harmonious nymph repair, 
To fwell the notes I feebly raift t ..'.• 
So with infpiring ardors warm'd, . 
May Gower's propitious ear be cbarmM, 
To liften to my lays. 

f. * 

Beneath the Pole on hills of (how, 
Like Thracian Mars, th' undaunted Swede. 
To dint of fword defies the foe 1 
In fight unknowing to recede : 
From Volga's banks, th' imperious Ciat 
Leads forth his furry troops to war j •'/ 

Fond of the fofter fouthern iky : 
The Soldan gauls th' Illyrian coaft 1 
But foon the mifcreant moony hoft, i 

Before the vi&or-crofs fliall fly. . / / 

II. • -T 

But here, no clarion's thrilling note ' 
The Mufe's green retreat can pierce 1 
The grove, from noify camps remote, 1 1 •■ 
Is only vocal with my verfe : 
Here, wing'd with innocence and joy, 
Let the foft hours that o'er me fly 

Y a Dron 
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Drop freedom, health, and gay defines : 

While the brigftt Seine,*' exalt the fori* 

With fparkling plenty cWwns the bowl j 

And wit and focWmirA infpires. 
III. 
EnamouiM of the Seine, ctiefifei fair, 

(The blooming- pride of Them* aaute train) 

Bacchus, to win thenytriph who catts'dhis cafe, 

Lalh'd his fwift tigdb to the Celtic plain : 
There'icBiet .hi her iapphrre cell* 
He with the Nais wont to dwell*} 
Leaving the ne&ar'd feafts of Jove : 
And where her many waters flow. 
He gave -the rootling vine, to grow 
A trophy to his love, 
I. 
Shall man from JJ&nrefo (an&ion ftray# 

With blind Opinion for hts guide? * 

And, rebel to her rightful rway, 

Leave all her bounties -tinea joy M ? 

Fool ! Time no change of motion tfcnows 3 

With equal fpeed the torrent flows, 

To fweep Fame, Power, and Wealth away : 

The pad is all by Death poffefsM ; 

And frugal Fate that, guards the reft> 

By giving, bids him, live, to-day* 
It 

OGower! through all that deftin'd ipao* 

What breath the powers allot to me, 

Shall flag the virtues of thy race 

United, and complete in thee. O flower 
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O flower of anicent JLnglifli faith, 
Purfue th' unbeaten patriot-path, 
In which confitti'd thy father feo^e s 
The light his feir example gives, 
Already from thy dawn receives 
A luflre equal to its own. 

BI. 
Honour's bright dome, on lading columns rear*d> 
vNor envy wfts, nor rolling years corifume 5 
Loud paeans echoing round the roof are hear'd, 
And clouds of incenie all the void perfume. 
There Phocion, L«felius, Capel, Hyde* 
With Falkland feated near his fide, 
Fix'd by the Mule the temple grace : 
Prophetic of thy happier fame, 
She, to receive thy radiant name* 
Sele&s a whiter fpace. 

THE t) *R E A M; 

Imitated from Pjiopertius, Book iii* Elegy iii. 

TO green retreats, that ihade the Mu&s*ftream> 
My fancy lately bore me in a dream ; 
Fir'd with ambitious zeal, my harp I ftrung, 
And Blenheim's field, and fam'd Ramillia fung : 
Faft by that fpring, where Spenfer fat of old, 
And great exploits in lofty numbers tokL 

Y 3 JPhcebti* 
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Phoebus in his Caftalian grotto laid, 
O'er which a laurel caft her filken (hade, 
Spy'd me, and haftily when firft he fpy'd, 
Thus, leaning on his golden lyre, he cry'd : 

What ftrange ambition has mifplac'd thee there ? 
Forbear to fing of arms, alas forbear ! 
Form'd in a gentler mould, henceforth employ 
Thy pen to paint the fofter fcenes of joy. 
Thy works may thus the myrtle garland wear, 
Prefer d to grace the toilets of the fair : 
When their lov'd youths at night too long delay, 
In reading thee they '11 pa ft the hours away : 
And, when they'd make their melting wifhes known, 
Repeat thy paffion to reveal their own* 
Then hafte, the fafer mallows to regain, 
Nor dare the ftormy dangers of the main. 

Ceafing with this reproof, the friendly god, 
A mofly path, but lightly beaten, (how'd : 
A cave there was, which Nature's hand alone 
Had arch'd with greens of various kinds o'ergrown j 
With tymbrels all the vaulted roofs were grac'd, 
And earthen gods on either fide were piac'd. 
Silenus, and the Mules virgin-train, 
Stood here, with Pan the poet of the plain : 
Elfewhere the doves of Cytherea's team, 
Were feen to fip the fweet Caftalian ftream. 

Nine lovely nymphs a feveral talk purfued, 
For ivy one was fent to fearch the wood ; 
This to foft numbers join'd harmonious airs, 
.And fragrant rofy wreaths a third prepares. 

Me 
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Me thus the bright Calliope addrefs'd 
(Her name the brightnefs of her form confefs'd) : 
The filver fwans of Venus wait to bear, 
Thee fafe in pomp along the liquid air. 
Pleas'd with thy peaceful province, ftrait recall 
Thy rafh defign to fing the wounded Gaul. 
Harih founds the trumpet in the Mufes* grove, 
But fweet the lute, the lute is fit for love. 
No more rehearfe the Danube's purple ftream, 
Let love for ever be the tender theme. 
And in thy verfe reveal the moving art, 
To melt an haughty nymph's relentlefs heart. 
The goddefs ceafing, to confirm me more, 
My face with hallow'd drops roe fprinkled o'er ; 
Fetch'd from the fountain, by whofe flowery fide, 
Soft Waller fung of SachariflTa's pride. 

To the Right Honourable the Lady 

MARGARET CAVENDISH HARLEY. 

WITH THE POEMS OF MR. WALLER. 

LE T others boaftthe nine Aonian maids, 
Infpiring dreams, and fweet rcfounding (hades j 
Where Phoebus heard the rival bards rehearfe, 
And bade the laurels learn the lofty vcrfe. 
In vain ! Nor Phoebus, nor the boafted Nine, 
Inflame the raptur'd foul with rays divine : 
None but the fair infufe the facred fire, 
And love with vocal art informs the lyre. 

y 4 Whsa 
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When Waller, kindling with coeleftial rage, 
View'd the bright Harley df that wandering age. 
His pleating pain he taught the lute to breathe j 
The Graces fung, and wov« his myrtle wreath* 
In youth, of patrimonial wealth pofleft, 
The praife of fcience faintly warmM hk breaft t 
But, hVd to fame by 6idney's rofy fmilc, 
Swift o'er the laureat realms he urgM his toil. 
His Mufe, by Nature form'd to pleafe the fart, 
Or fing of heroes with majettic air, 
To melting drains attun'd her voice, and ftrtvt 
To waken all the tender powers of love : 
More fweetly foft her awful beauty (hone, 
Than Juno grac'd with Cytherea's zone, 

As angels love, congenial fouls unite 
Their radiance* and refine each other's light 3 
The florid and fublime, the grave and gay, 
From Waller's beams imbibe a purer ray : 
Jllumin'd thence in equal lays to bound 
Their copious fenfe, and harmonize the found 5 
With varied notes the curious ear to pleafe, 
And turn a nervous thought with artful eafe. 
Maker, and model, of melodius v«rfe ! 
Accept thefe votive honors at thy hearie. 
While I with filial awe attempt thy praife, 
Inf ufe thy genius, and my fancy raife ! 
So, warbling o'er his urn, the woodland choirs 
To Orpheus pay the fong his fhade infpires. 

In Waller's fame, O faireft Harley ! view 
What verdant palms fhall owe their birth to you. 
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To you what deathlefs charm* are thence decreed, 
In Sacharifla's fate vouchfafe tt> read. 
Secure beneath the wing of withering Time, 
Her beauties flourish in ambrofial prime » 
Still kindling rapture, fee ! flic moves in fates 
Gods, nymphs, and heroes, on her triumph wait* 
Nor think the lover's praife of love's delight 
In pureft minds may ftain the virgin-white t 
How bright, and chafte, the poet and his theme | 
So Cynthia mines on Arethufa's ftream.) 
A fainted virtue to the fpheres may fing 
Thofe ftrains, that ravifii'd here the martyr-king) 
Plenteous of native wit, in letter* d eafc 
Politely form'd, to profit and to pleafe. 
To Fame whatever was doe he gave to Fame s 
And, what he could not praife, forgot to name < 
Thus Eden's rofe without a thorn dUplay'd 
Her bloom, and in a fragant blufli decay'd. 
Such foul-attra&ing airs were fung of old, 
When blifcful years in golden circles roll'd : 
Pure from deceit, devoid of fear and ftrife, 
While love was all the penfive care of life, 
The fwains in green retreats, with nowrets crown'd, 
Taught the young groves their paffion to refound ; 
Fancy purfued the- paths where beauty led, 
To pleafe the living, or deplore the dead. 
While to their warbled woe the rocks reply'd, 
The rills remurmur'd, and the Zephyrs figh'd j 
From death redeem'd by verfe, the vaniuVd fair 
Breath'd in a flower, or fparkled in a ftar. 

* Bright 
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Bright as the ftars, and fragrant as the flowers 
Where Spring refides in (oft Etyfian bowers j 
While thefe the bowers adorn, and they the fphere, . 
Will Sacharifla's charms in fong appear. 
Yet, in the prefent age, her radiant name 
Mull take a dimmer interval of fame ; 
When you to full meridian luftre rife, 
With Morton's (hape, and Gloriana's eyes ; 
With CarMe'swit, hergefture, and her mien* 
And, like feraphic Rich, with zeal ferene r 
In fweet affemblage all their graces join'd 
To language, mode, and manners more refin'd ! 
That angel-frame, with chafte attraction gay, 
, Mild as the dove-ey'd morn awakes the May, 
Of nobleft youths will reign the public care, 
Their joy, their wifh, their wonder, and defpau> 
Far-beaming thence what bright ideas flow ! 
The fifter-arts with fudden rapture glow : 
Her Titian tints the painter-nymph refumes ; 
The canvas warm with rofeate beauty blooms : 
Infpir'd with life by Sculpture's happy toil, 
The marble breathes, and foftens with your fmile ; 
Proud to receive the form, by fate defign'd 
The faireft model of the fairer kind. 
But hear, O hear the Mufe's heavenly voice f 
The waving woods and echoing vales rejoice : 
Attend, ye gales ! to Margarctta's praife ; 
And all ye liftening Loves record the lays ! 
So, Philomela charms th' Idalian grove, 
When Venus, in the glowing orb of love, 

O'er 



TO LADY HARLEY. 331 

O'er ocean, earth, and air, extends her reign ; 
The firft, the brightcft of the ftarry train. 

What favourite youth affign the Fates to rife, 
In bridal pomp to lead the blooming prize ? 
Whether his father's garter'd ihield fuftains 
Trophies, atchiev'don Gallia's viny plains : 
Or, fmilling Peace a mingled wreath diiplays* 
The Patriot's olive, and the Poefs bays : 
Adorn, ye fates ! the favourite youth ailign'd, 
With each ennobling grace of form, and mind t 
In merit make him great, as great in blood ; 
Great without pride, and amiably good j 
His bread the guardian ark of heaven-born law, 
To lb-ike a faithlefs age with confeious awe. 
In choice of friends by manly reafon fway'd ; 
Not fear'd, but honour'd j and with love obcy'd. 
In courts, and camps, in council, and retreat, 
Wife, brave, and frudious to fupport the ftate, 
With candour firm ; without ambition bold 1 
Nodeeddifcolour'd with the guilt of gold. 
That heaven may judge the choiceft bleffigns due j 
And give the various good compru'd in you, m 
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SOUTHERNERS SPARTAN DAME. 

TXT HEN realms ane ravaged with invanve foes, 

* Each bofom with heroic ardour glows ; 
01<| chiefs, icfledmg on their former deeds, 
Difdain to ruft with hatterM invalids ; 
But active in the forcmoft ranks appear, 
And leave young fmock-fae'd beaux to guard the rear. 
So, to repel the Vandals of the ftttge, 
Our veteran bard refumes his tragic rage : 
He throws die gauntlet Oeway us'd to wield, 
And calls for Englishmen to judge the. field t 
Thus arm*d, to refcue Nature from difgmce, 
Meflieuce ! lay down your minnWs and grimace * 
The brawnieft youths of Troy the combat fearM, 
When Old Etellus in the lifts appealed. 
Yet what avails the champion's giant fixe, 
When pigmies are made umpires of the prize ? 
Your fathers (men of fenfe, and honeft bowlers) 
Difdain'd the mummery of foreign ftrollers : 
By their examples would you form your tafte. 
The prefent age might emulate the paft. 
We hop'd that art and genius had fecur'd you ; 
But foon facetious Harlequin allur'd you t 

Tha 
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The Mufes blufh'd, to fee their friends exalting 
Thofe elegant delights of jig and vaulting : 
So charm'd you were, you ceas'd awhile to dote 
On nonfenfe, gargled in an eunuch's throat : 
All pleas 'd to hear the chattering monfters (peak. 
As old wives wonder at the parfon's Greek. 
Such light rago&ts and mufhrooms may be good f 
To whet your appetites for wholfome food : 
But the bold Briton ne'er in earned dines 
Without fubftantial haunches and furloins. 
In wit, as well as war, they give us vigour ? 
CrefTy was loft by kickfhaws and foup-meagre. 
Inftead of light deferts and lufcious froth, 
Our poet treats to-night with Spartan broth j 
To which, as well as all his former feails, 
The ladies are the chief-invited guefts. 
Crown 'd with a kind of Glaftonbury bays, 
That bloom amid the winter of his days j 
He comes, ambitious in his green decline, 
To confecrate his wreath at beauty's fhrine. 
His Oroonoko never fail'd t' engage 
The radiant circles of the former age i 
Each bofom heav'd, all eyes were feen to flow, 
And fympathize with Ifabella's woe : 
But Fate referv'd, to crown his elder fame, 
The brighteft audience for the Spartan Dame* 
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